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COLLECTION 


OF 


HYMNS, PSALMS, 
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— 
The Excellency of the Scriptures. 


— — 


HYMN I. 


ATHER of mercies, in thy word 
What grace and plory ſliines! 
For ever be thy name ador'd, 
For theſe celeſtial lincs ! 


me 


Here the fair tree of knowledge grows, 
And yields a tree repaſt: 

Sublimer ſweets than nature knows 
lavite the longing taſte. 


1 


3 Here ſprings of conſolation riſe, 
To cheer the fainting mind: 


Here thirſty fouls receive ſupplies, 
And {ſweet refreſhment find. 


4 When guilt and terror, pain and grief, 
United, rend the heart, 
Here the poor ſinner meets relief, 
And cools the raging ſmart, | 
A2 , Here 


* 
» * „ pe * 
_—__ i "ieo.  PCooras ů * 9 — 1 


- as —_ Þ= 
—— 


The Excellency of the Scriptures, 


5 Here the Redeemer”'s gracious voice 
Glad tidings ipreads around 
And lite, ag everlaſting joys 
Attend the bliſsful ſound, 


6 Oh, may theſe heav'nly pages be 
My ftudy, day and night ! 

And ſtill new beauties may I ſee, 
With ftill-increafing light! 


HYMN II, 


I 1 heav'ns declare thy glory, Lord 
In ev'ry ſtar thy wiſdom ſhines; 
But when our eyes behold thy word, 
We read thy name in fairer lines. 


2 The rolling ſun, the changing light, 
And nights and days thy pow'r confeſs ; 
But the bleſt volume thou haſt writ, 
Reveals thy juftice and thy grace. 


3 Sun, moon, and ſtars convey thy praiſe 
Round the whole earth, and never ſtand ; 
90 when thy truth * its race, 

It touch'd and glanc'd on ev'ry land. 


4 Nor ſhall thy ſpreading goſpel reſt, 
Till through the world thy truth has run; 
Till Chriſt has all the nations bleſt, 
That ſee the light, or feel the fun. 


Great Sun of righteouſneſs, ariſe— 
Bleſs the dark world with heav'nly light; 
Thy goſpel makes the ſimple wite— 
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 


6 Thy *% Fd 


The Excellency of the Scriptures, 5 


6 Thy nobleſt wonders here we view, 
In fouls renew'd, and fins forgiv'n; 
Lord, cleanſe my ſins, my foul renew, 
And make thy word my guide to heav'n. 


HYMN III. 


I REAT God, the heav'n's well order'd frame 
Declares the glories of thy name; 
There thy rich works of wonder ſhine— 
A thouſand ſtarry beauties there, 
A thouſand radiant marks appear 


Of boundleſs pow'r, and {kill divine. 


2 From night to day, from day to night, 
The dawning and the dying light, 
Lectures of heav'nly Sib read;. 
With filent eloquence they raiſe 
Our thoughts to our Creator's praiſe, 
And neither ſound or language need. 


3 Yet their divine inſtructions run, 
Far as the journies of the ſun, 

And ev'ry nation knows their voice: 
The ſun, like ſome young bridegroom dreſt, 
Breaks from the chambers of the eaſt, 

Rolls round, and makes the earth rejoice. 


4 Where e'er he ſpreads his beams abroad, 
He ſmiles, and ſpeaks his maker God! 
All nature joins to ſhew thy praiſe; 
Thus God in ev'ry creature ſhines— 
Fair is the book of nature's lines, 
But fairer is the book of grace. 


12 RYAN. * 
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For the Sabbath. 


Si + ER ALC 


I REAT God, this ſacred day of thine 


2mands our ſoul's collected pow'rs ; 
May we all worldly thoughts reſign, 
Allotting thee theſe ſolemn hours ! 
Oh may our ſouls, adoring, own 
The grace which calls us to thy throne! 


Hence, ye vain cares and trifles, fly ! 
Where Cad reſides appear no more: 
Omniſcient God, thy piercing eye 
Can ev'ry ſecret thought explore: 
Oh may thy grace our hearts refine, 
And fix our nunds on things divine! 


The word of life, diſpens'd to-day, 
Invites us to a heav'nly feaſt ; 

May ev'ry ear the call obey ! 

Be ev'ry heart an humble gueſt ! 
Oh, let the wretched ſons of need 
On ſoul-reviving dainties feed! 


4 Thy Spirit's pow'rful aid impart, 


And to thy word our ſouls incline ; 
Softer, melt, break each harden'd heart! 
Then ſhall the day, indeed, be thine— 
Then ſhall we all, adoring, own 


The grace which calls us to thy throne. 


HYMN V. 


1 A GAIN, the Lord of life and light 


Awakes the kindling ray, 
Unſeals the eyelids of the morn, 
And pours increaſing day. 


2 Oh 


The Bleſſings reſulting from Religion. 7 


2 Oh what a nig/t was that, which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom ! 
Oh what a Sun, which broke, this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 


3 This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud hoſannalis ſung ! 
Let gladneſs dwell in ev'ry heart, 
And praiſe on ev'ry tongue. 


4 Ten thouſand diff ring lips ſhall join 
To hail this welcome morn, 
Which ſcatters bleſſings numberleſs 
To nations yet unborn. 


. 


I HO are theſe array'd in white, 
Brighter than the noon-day ſun ? 

Foremoſt ot the ſons of light 
Neareſt the eternal throne ? 
Theſe are they that bore the croſs— 
Nobly for their Maſter ſtood — 
Suff 'rers in his righteous cauſe 
Patient followers of God. 


2 Out of great diſtreſs they came 
Waſh'd their robes by faith below; 
In the blood of yonder Lamb, 
They were waſh'd as white as ſnow : 
Therefore are they next the throne— 
Serve their Saviaur day and night— 
He reſides among his own— 

In his ſaints he takes delight. 


3 More than conquerors at laſt, - 
Here they find their trials oer 


Thirſt 


The Bleffings reſulting from Religion. 


Thirſt and hunger now are paſt— 
Death and ſorrow are no more : 
Now with Ze/us glorify'd, 

He doth all their troubles chaſe— 
All their wants are now ſupply'd, 
And the tears wip'd off each face. 


4 Hark! all heav'n:reſounds with ſongs ! 


Glory to the great / 4M / 

« Glory to our G belongs! 

« Glory to the bleeding Lamb / 

« Render we our God his right— 

« Blefling, wiſdom, thanks, and pow'r, 
« Honour, majeſty, and might ! 

« Praiſe him praiſe him evermore !” 


HYMN VII. 


I LESSED are the Sons of God / 


They are bought with Chri/'s own blood 


They are ranſonrd. from the grave 
Life eternal they ſhall have: 

They are all-redeem'd from hell— 
And with God ſhall ever dwell : 
Number'd with them may we be, 
Here, and in eternity ! 


2 They the ſeal of this receive, 


When on 7eſzs they believe: 
They are juſtify'd by grace 
They enjoy a ſolid peace: 

All their fins are waſttd away 
They ſhall ſtand in God's great day: 
Number'd with them may we be, 
Here, and in eternity ! 


3 They 


The Pleſings reſulting from Religion. 9 
3 They produce the fruits of grace, 


In the works of righteouſnets ; 
They are harmleſs, meek and mild, 
Holy, humble, undefil'd; 

They are lights upon the earth— 
Children of an heav'nly birth: 
Number'd with them may we be, 
Here, and in eternity! 


4 Born of God, they do not ſin 
God's pure feed remains within: 
They have fellowſhip with God, 
Thro' the Mediator's blood. 

One with God, with Jiu one, 
Glory is in them begun: 
Number'd with them may we be, 
Here, and in eternity! 


HYMN VIII. 


I LESS'D are the ſaints that dwell above, 
ln the pure element of love ! 
Jhey know no rage, nor cruel ſpleen, 
But all is eaceful, and ſerene. 


2 Celeſtial love each breaſt inſpires, 
Kindling within her pureſt fires: 
To harps of gold they ſweetly ſing, 
Nor is there found one jarring ſtring. 


3 How bleſs'd on earth would mortals be, 
Did lc7e conſtrain them to agree! 
Drawn by her ſoft and pow'rtul cords 

. Of gen'rous deeds, and gentle words. 


2 Did 


40 Exhibiting the Power of Feſus to ſave. 


4 Did love unfeign'd each heart engage, 
"I would be a truly golden age: ; 
Then ſhould we rb. our heav'nly birth, 1 
And heav'n itſelf deſcend to earth. ? 


HYMN IX. t 


I LAS! by nature how deprav'd ! 
A How prone to ev'ry ill! 
Our lives to Satan how enflav'd ! 
How obſtinate our will! 


2 And can fuch ſinners be reſtor'd ? 
Such rebels reconcil'd 7 
Can grace itſelf the means afford 
To make a foe a child ? 


3 Yes—egrace has found the wond'rous means 
Which ſhall effectual prove 

To cleanſe our fouls—to break our chains, 

And teach our hearts to love. | 


4 On us all our fins were laid 
He dy'd, that we might live; 

His blood a full atonement made, 
And cry'd aloud, * Forgive.” 


5 Then, ſinners, come no more purſue 
The paths that lead to death; 
Look up—a bleeding Saviour view! 
Look, and be ſav'd by faith! 


6 Thus faith the Lerd,. “ Come, find in me F | 

A Father and a God; | 
My Sons and Daughters ye ſhall be 

+ Thro' the atoning blood.” 


Exhibiting the Power of Feſus to ſave. 


HYMN X. 


I ET earth and heav'n agree, 
Angels and men be join'd, 
To celebrate with me, 
The Saviour of mankind— 
T' adore the all- atoning Lamb, 
And bleſs the ſound of Feſu's name. 


2 Z7eſus—tranſporting ſound ! 
The joy of earth and heav'n! 
No other name is found, 
No other name is giv'n, 
By which we can falvation have, 
But He ſus came the world to fave. 


3 His name the Sinner hears, 
And is from fin ſet free; 
Tis muſic in his ears— 
Tis life and victory: 
New ſongs do now his lips employ, 
And dances his glad heart for | Joy. 


4+ Stung by the ſcorpion Sin, 
His poor expiring 1oul 
The balmy ſound drinks in, 
And is at once made whole: 
He fees his Lord upon the tree, 
And then cries out, He dy'd for me.” 


s Oh fora trumpet's voice, 
On all the world to call! 
To bid their hearts rejoice 
In him who dy'd for all : 
Come, Sinners, to Chrift crucity'd— 
For ail, for all my Ze/us dy'd. 
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HYMN 


Exhibiting the Power of Feſus to ſave. 


HYMN XI. 


t TESUS, the name to ſinners dear 
It tells their-ſins forgivin— 
It ſcatters ev'ry guilty fear— 
It turns their hell to heav'n. 


2 Pow'r into feeble ſouls it ſpeaks, 
And life into the dead: 
FZeſus the pris'ner's fetters breaks, 
And bruiſes Satan's head. 


3 Oh that the world might taſte and ſee 
The riches of his grace! | 
The arms of love which compaſs me, 
Would all mankind embrace. 


4 Oh that my us heav'nly charms 

Might ev'ry boſom move ! 

Fly, Sands fly into thoſe arms 
Of everlaſting love. 


5 His blood and righteouſneſs I ſhew— 
His ſaving grace proclamn : 
"Tis all my bus'neſs here below, 
To cry, „ Behold the Lams.” 


6 Happy, if, with my lateſt breath, 
I may but gaſp his name! 
Preach him to all, and cry in death, 
„ Behold, behold the Lamb /” 


HYMN XII. 


I O * for a thouſand tongues, to ſing 
My dear Redeemer's praile ! 


The 


Exhibiting the Power of Feſus to fave. 


The glories of my God and King— 
The triumphs of his grace! 


2 My gracious Maſter, and my God, 
Aſſiſt me to proclaim — 
To ſpread, thro' all the earth abroad, 
The honours of thy name. 


3 FJeſus, the name that charms our fears 
That bids our ſorrows ceaſe 
»Tis muſic in the ſinner's ears 
Tis life, and health, and peace. 


4 He breaks the pow'r of cancell'd fin— 
He ſets the pris'ner free: 


His blood can make the fouleſt clean 


His blood avail'd for me. 


5 Hear him, ye deaf—his praiſe, ye dumb, 
" Yourloolten'd tongues employ : 
Ye blind, behold your Saviour come, 
And leap, ye lame, for joy! 


6 Look unto him, and, bluſhing, own. 
| Your ſins, ye fallen race 
Look and be 1av'd thro” faith alone— 
Be juſtify'd- by grace. ID 
* 


HYMN XIII. 


þ LOW ye the trumpet, blow 
B The welcome, 8 2 ſound 
Let all the nations know, | 
To earth's remoteſt bound, 
The year of Jubilee is come— 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 
B : 


he 


3 8 
. 2 08 
E 


13 


2 Jaſus 
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14% FExbtibiting the Power of Feſus to ſave. 


2 FJeſus, our great High-prie/t, 
Hath full atonement made: 
Ye weary ſpirits, reſt— | 
Ye mourning ſouls, be glad: 
The year of Jubilee is come— | 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


3 Extol the Lamb of God— 
The all- atoning Lamb / 
Redemption in his blood 
Throughout the world proclaim: 
The year of Jubilee is come 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 


Ye flaves of fin and hell, 

Your liberty receive, 

And ſafe in Ze/us dwell, 

And bleſt in &us live: 
The year of Jubilee is come— 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home 


5 Ye who have ſold for nougjit 
Your heritage above, 
Shall have it back unbought— 


The gift of Ze/u's love: 


The year of Jubilee is come— 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinners, home! 
* 
6 The goſpel-trumpet hear— 
The news of heav'nly grace: 
With the revolving year, 
Run on your heavenly race : 
The year of Jubilee is come 
Return to your eternal home 


HYMN 


Exhibiting the Power of Feſus to ſave. 15 
HYMN XIV. 


I REAT God of wonders! all thy ways 
Are matchleſs, godlike, and divine; 
But the fair glories of thy grace 
More godlike and unrivall'd ſhine: 
I io is a pard'ning God like thee F 
Or who has grace ſo rich and free 


2 Crimes of fuch horror to forgive, 
Such guilty daring worms to ſpare, 
This is thy grand prerogative, _ 
And none ſhall in the honour ſhare. 

Mo it, &c. | 


3 Angels and men, reſign your claim 
To pity, mercy, love, and grace; 
Theſe glories crown Jehovati's name, 
With an incomparable blaze. 

o is, &c. | | 


4 In wonder loſt, with trembling joy, 
We take the pardon of our God— 
Pardon for crunes of deepeſt dye 
A pardon, bought with Jeſus' blood. 

Wie is, &c. 


5s Oh may this Rrange, this matchleſs grace, 
This godlike miracle of love, 
Fill the wide earth with grateful praiſe, 
And all th' angelic hoſts above! 
lo is, &c. 


HYMN XV. 
I V FTTH fiery ſerpents greatly pain'd, 
When Ifrael's mourning tribes complain'd, 
| B 2 And 


16 Expoſtulating witli Sinners. 


And ſigh'd to be reliev'd, | c 
A ſerpent ſtraight the Prophet made, 
| 1 Of molten brats, to view diſplay'd— 
1 The patients look'd, and liv'd. 


| 
| | 2 But oh, what healing to the heart 
Doth Jeſu's greater croſs impart, ' 
To thaſe that ſeek a cure! 
Lfrael of old, and we no leſs, 
The fame indulgent grace confeſs, 


i While life and breath endure. 


6: 4s 
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3 To reaſon's view, fo great effect 

N Self- righteous ſouls will ſtill reject, 

F And periſh 1n their pride: 

| Not ſo thoſe ſtung with fin and law 
1 They all their rich ſalvation draw 
From Jeſu's bleeding fide. 


5 4 May we then view the matchleſs croſs! 
; All other objects count but lois— 

1 No other gain explore! 

| Here ſtill be fix'd our feaſted eyes, 


7 Teeming with tears of glad ſurpriſe, 
| | And thankfully adore! 
* 5 Hail, great Immanuel, balmy name! 
1 Thy praiſe the ranſom'd will Proclaim— 


hee we Phyſician call: 
We own no other pow'r but thine— 
Thou the Deliverer divine, 
Our God, our Heav'n, our All. 


HYMN XVI. 


2 COINNERS, turn—why will ye die? 
God, your Maker, aiks you why? 


G 


Expoſtulating with Sinners. 


God, who did your being give— 
Made you with himſelf to 3 
He the fatal cauſe demands, 
Aſnks the work of his own hands, 
Why, ye thankleſs creatures, why 
Will ye croſs his love, and die? 


Sinners, turn why will ye die? 
God, your Saviour, aſks you why? 
Feſus who his life did give, 

That ye might for ever live: 

Will ye let him die in vain? 
Crucity your Lord again? 

Why, ye ranſom'd ſinners, why 
Will ye flight his grace, and die? 


Sinners, turn Why will ye die? 
God the Spirit aſks you of to 

He who all your lives hath ſtrove— 
Woo'd you to embrace his love— 
Will ye not his love receive? 

Will ye ſtill refuſe to live? 


Why, ye long - ſought ſinners, why 


Will ye grieve your God, and die ? 


Dead, already dead within— 
Dead in treſpaſſes and fin— 
Strangers to the Spirit's breath, 
Pant ye for the ſecond death ? 
Will ye ſtill in fin remain, 
Greedy of eternal pain ? 

O ye dying Sinners, why, 
Why will ye for ever die? 


B 3 
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Expoſtulating with Sinners. 


RYMN XVII. 


| U i HAT could your Redeemer do 
it y y More than he hath done for you? 
To procure your peace with God, 
Could he more than ſhed his blood ? 
After all his waſte of love, 
} All his drawings from above, 
Jt Why will ye your Lord deny ? 
Why will ye reſolve to die ? 


© i 2 Turn, he cries—ye Sinners, turn— 
3 By his life your God hath ſworn, 
| | | He would have you turn, and live— 


f He would all the world receive: 
| If your death were his delight, 

Would he you to life invite ? 

| Would he aſk, obteſt, and cry, 
| 


Why will ye reſolve to die? 


3 Sinners, turn, while God is near— 
Dare not think him inſincere: 
Now, ev'n now, your Saviour ſtands, 
All day long he ſpreads his hands 


„ 
* _ 
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Cries, ye will not happy be; 
1 No- ye will not come to me 
15 Me, who life to none de | 
ik Why will ye reſolve to 8d 


1 4 Can ye doubt if Ged is love? 
5 If to all his bowels move? 

, Will ye not his word receive? 
Will ye not his oath believe? 
See! the ſuff ring Gd appears! 

eſus weeps ! Believe his tears! 

WM { _ Mingled with his blood, they cry, 

Þ | Why will ye reſolve to die ? 


Inviting and exhorting Sinners. 19 
HYMN XVIII. 


1 HY, ſinners, will ye ſpend your years 
Amidit a thoufand trifling cares? 
While in this various range of thought, 
The One thing needful is forgot. 


2 Why will ye chaſe the fleeting wind, 
And famifh an immortal mind ? 
While angels, with regret, look down, 
To ſee you fpurn an heav'nly crown. 


The Spirit calls you from above, 
And 7e/us pleads his dying love; 
Awaken'd conſcience gives you pain 
And ſhall they join their pleas in vain 3 


Far diff*rent to your dying view 
Shall ſeem thoſe things ye now purſue > 
In their true colours ſhall appear 


Both heav'n and hell, when death is near, | 


Almighty God, thy pow'r impart 
. To 1 conviction on the heart: 
To hear and ſee, give ears and eyes, 
And make the ſimple truly wiſe. 
* 


HYMN XIX. 


x OME, Sinners, to the goſpel-feaſt— 
Let ev'ry ſoul be e gueſt : | 
Oh! ſtay not one of you behind, 
For, God hath bidden all mankind. 


2 Sent by my Lord, on you I call— , 4 


Come 


The invitation is to all; 


Inviting and exhorting Sinners. 


Come all the world come, ſinner, thou 
All things in Chrif are ready now. 


3 Then come, ye ſouls by ſin oppreſt, 
Ye reſtleſs wand'rers after reſt— 
Ye poor, and maim'd, and halt, and blind, 
From Chrift a hearty welcome find. 


4 My meſſage as from God receive, 
Who would not have you die, but live: 
Ye all may live, for he hath dv'd— 
All may be freely juſtify'd. 


5 See him ſet forth before your eyes, 
For fin a bleeding ſacrifice ! 
His offer'd benefits embrace, 
And now be ſav'd by faith, thro' grace, 


6 This is the time—no more delay— 
This is the acceptable day: 
Come in, this moment, at his call, 
And live to him who dy'd for all. 


HYMN XX. 


1 INNER S, obey the goſpel- word 
Haſte to the Supper of my Lord 
Be wiſe to know your gracious day— 
All things are ready—come away. 


2 Ready the Father is to own, 
And kiſs his late returning Son: 
Ready your loving Saviour ſtands, 
And ſpreads for you his bleeding hands. 


3 Ready the Spirit to impart 
A heart of fleſh—a broken heart - 
T' apply 


Inviting and exhorting Sinners. 


T' apply the all-atoning-blood, 
And make you ſons and heirs of Gad. 


4 Ready for you the Angels wait, 
To triumph in your bleſt eſtate : 
Tuning their harps, they long to praife 
The wonders of redeeming grace. 


5 The Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
In concert with their ſhining hoſt, 
Thro' heav'n are ready to reſound, 
The dead's alive! The loſt is found.“ 


6 Come, then, ye ſinners—now embrace 
The PS of goſpel-grace— 
The ſeeing eye, the feeling ſenſe— 
The myſtic joys of penitence— 


5 The godly grief, the pleaſing ſmart— 
The meltings of a broken heart— 
The ſighs that waft your ſouls to heav'n— 
The peace of God, thro? fins forgiv'n. 


HY MN XXI. 


T OME, ye Sinners, come to eſa — 
Come to your redeeming Lord; 
Who intreats you by his ſervant, 
To receive his goſpel- word: 
Mercy calls you 
Mercy now lie will afford. 


2 Deareſt Saviour, help thine herald 
To proclaim thy wond'rous love: 
Pour thy grace upon this people, 


That they may thy truth approve : % 
he 


- 
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Inviting and exhorting Sinners. 


Bleſs, oh bleſs them, 
And their fins far off remove ! 


3 While thy gracious word invites them 


To partake the goſpel-feaſt, 

Let thy Spirit ſweetly draw them — 
Let each foul be , gueſt ; 
Oh receive us! 

Let us find thy promis'd reſt. 


HYMN XXII. 


2 (ite! ye weary ſinners, come 


Flee from God's avenging rod ; 
Fefees calls his wand'rers home 
Haſten to your pard'ning G. 
Come, ye guilty ſouls oppreſs'd, 
Anſwer to the Saviour's call, 

« Come, and I will give you reſt— 
«© Come, and I will fave you all.” 


| Jeſus, full of truth and love, 


We thy word would fain obey ; 
Let us now thy promiſe prove— 
Take our load of guilt away : 
Fain we would on thee rely— 
Caſt on thee our ſin and care— 
To thy arms of mercy fly — 
Find our laſting quiet there. 


Burden'd with a weight of grief, 
Burden'd with our finful load, 
Burden'd with this unbelief, 
Burden'd with the wrath of God, 
Lo! we come to thee for eaſe, 
True and gracious as thou art: 
Low each groaning ſou! releaſe, 
Write forgiveneſs on each heart. 


HYMN 
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HYMN XXIII. 


1 (EF, ſinners, in the goſpel-glaſs, 
The Friend and Saviour of mankind ! 
Not one of all the apoſtate race | 
But may in him ſalvation find: 
His words, his deeds, his ſuff 'rings prove 
His nature and his name is love. 


2 Behold the Lamb of God, who bears 
The ſins of all the world away! 
A ſervant's form he humbly wears 
He ſojourns in a houſe of clay; 
His glory is no longer ſeen, 
But God with God, is man with men. 


3 See where the God incarnate ſtands, 
And calis his wand'ring creatures home! 
He all day long ſpreads out his hands, 

« To me, ve weary ſpirits, come; 
J will reheve each throbbing breaſt— 
“ Believe, and I will give you reſt. 


4 © Ah! do notof my goodneſs doubt— 
„My ſaving grace for all is free; 
„I will in no wiſe caſt him out 
That comes a penitent to me: 
&« I, who am full of truth and grace, 


„Will give you pardon, joy, and peace.” 
HYMN XXIV. 


A E hungry, thirſty, ſtarving poor 
„eee 
Where mercy ſpreads her bounteous ſtong 
For ev'ry humble gueſt! | 


See! 
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2 See! Feſus ſtands with open arms! 
He calls—he bids you come: 


Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms— . 


But ſee ! there yet is room. 


3 There's room in his dear bleeding heart 
Where love and pity meet : 
He will not bid tke ſoul depart 
That trembles at his fect. 


4 In him the Father reconcil'd, 
Invites you now to come: 


The Rebel ſhall be call'd a C}z1d, 
And kindly welcom'd home. 


5 Come, then, and with his children taſte 
The bleſlings of his love; 


While hope attends the rich repaſt 
Of nobler joys above. 


6 There with united heart and voice, 
Before th' eternal throne, 
Ten thouſand thouſand ſouls rejoice, 
In ecſtaſies unknown. | 


7 And yet ten thouſand thouſand more 
Are welcome ſtill to come : 
Ye longing ſouls, the grace adore— 
Approach, there yet is room. 


HYMN XXV. 


I LL ye that paſs by, 
To Feſus draw nigh— 


bh is it nothing that Ju ſhould die? 7 
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2 Our Ran/om and Peace, 
Our Surety he is, ; 
Come, ſee if there ever was ſorrow like his! 


3 For what you have done, 
His blood did atone— 
The Father hath puniſh'd for you his dear Sox. 


4 The Lord, in the day 
Of his anger, did lay 
Your fins on the Lamb, and he hore them away, 


f 
4 
F4 
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5 For you, and for me, 
Chrift pray'd on the tree 
The pray'r is accepted the ſinner is free. 


6 He ſuffer'd for all 
Then, come, at his call, 
And now, at his croſs, as poor penitents, fall 


HYMN XXVI. 


I HE Saviour calls—let ev'ry ear 
Attend the joyful ſound: 


Ye fearful hearts, diſmiſs your fear— 
For, mercy may be found. 


2 For ev'ry longing, thirſty heart, 
Here ſtreams of bounty flow ; 
And health, and life, and bliſs impart, 
To baniſh mortal woe. 


3 Here ſprings of ſacred pleaſure riſe, 
To eaſe your ev'ry pain: 
For all your wants here ſeek ſuppli 
Nor ſhall you ſeek in vain. 


Jur 0 | 4 J inner 


On Death and Judgment. 


h 4 O ſinner, come—'tis mercy's voice— 
The gracious call obey: 

Zeſus invites to heav'nly joys, 
And can you yet delay ? 


| 5 Draw, Saviour, their reluctant hearts 
| To thee let ſinners fly, 

! And take the bliſs thy love imparts, 

1 | And drink, and never die. 


HYMN XXVII. 


| 
| I AY of judgment, day of wonders! 
| D Hark! the trumpet's awful ſound, 
Louder than a thouſand thunders, 
| Shakes the vaſt creation round ! 
How the ſummons 
Will the finner's heart confound ! 


[| 2 At his call, the dead awaken— 

. Riſe to life from earth and ſea— 
| All the pow'rs of nature, ſhaken, 
j Now prepare to flee away : 


Careleſs ſinner, 
| What wilt zhoz do in that day? 


'3 Satan who now tries to pleaſe thee, 
Leſt thou timely warning take, 
When that word 1s paſt, will ſeize thee—- 
Plunge thee in the burning lake: 
'Fhink, poor ſinner, 
Thy immortal ſoul's at ſtake ! 


4 Hut to thoſe who have conſeſſed, 
Lov'd and ſerv'd the Lord below, 


He 
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He will ſay, „Come near, ye bleſſed, 
Take the kingdom I beſtow 
Ye for ever 


Shall my love and glory know.” 


Under ſorrows and reproaches, 
May this thought your ſpirits raiſe! 
Swiftly God's great day approaches— 
Sighs ſhall then be turn'd to praiſe; 
We ſhall triumph, 
When the world 1s in a blaze. 


Ur 


HYMN XXVIII. 


I * comes! Behold the Judge appear ! 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near: 
Tho' lightning's flaſh, and thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful ſoul. 


. 2 Hark! hark! angelic voices ſound! 
See the almighty Jeſus crown'd ! 
Girt with omnipotence and prace, 
Lo! glory decks the Saviour's face. 


3 Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms for his own: 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their trumphant Lord. 


4 Fill, fill, ye ſaints, with ſhouts the ſky, 
And ye cherubic hoſts on high: | 
Our Lord who now his right obtains, 


For ever and for ever reigns. 
. 


9 *"& | | 
5 The Father praiſe! the Son adore ! 
The Spirit bleſs for evermore! 
C2 
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8 On Death aud Judgment. 


Salvation's glorious work is done 
We worſhip thee, great Three in One! 


HYMN XXIX. 


I ORD, muſt T be to judgment brought, 
And anſwer, in that " "4 
For ev'ry vain, or idle thought, 
And ev'ry word I ſay? 


2 Yes—ev”ry ſecret of my heart 
Shall ſhortly be made known; 
And I receive my juſt deſert 
For all that I have done. 


3 How careful, then, ought J to live! 
With what religious fear! 
Who ſuch a ſtrict account muſt give 
Of my behaviour here! 


4 Thou awful Judge of quick and dead, 
The watchful paw'r beſtow ; 
So ſhall I to my ways take heed— 
To all I ſpeak and do. As 


5 If now thou ſtandeſt at the door, 
Oh let me feel thee near! 
And make my peace with thee, before 
I at thy bar appear. 


HYMN XXX. * 


go! he comes, with clouds deſcending, 
Once for favour'd finners ſlain ! 
* | Thouſand, 


On Death and ud ment. 29 


Thouſand, thouſand faints, attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train! 
Hallelujah! 
God appears on earth to reign? 


2 Ev'ry eye ſhall now behold him, 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty ! 
They who ſet at nought, and ſold him, 
Pierc'd, and nail'd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Meſſiah ſee. 


3 Now each ifland, ſea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth, diſſolve away 
All the wicked muſt, confounded, 
Hear the great Archangel ſay, 
„Come to Judgment! 
This is Chriſt's tremendous day!“ 


4 But his ſaints, by man rejected, 
Joyful, meet him in the air ! 
Now the joys they long expected 
They with Chriſt are call'd to ſhare: 
Hallelujah ! 
Sce the day of God appear! 


5 Mighty Lord, let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal throne ! 
King of Kings, and Lord of glory, 
In thy majeſty come down ! 
Jah, Jehovah, 
Weargheweverlaſting crown! 


. LTU Ka. 


* | 


1 ARK! ve mortals, heor the tru nps 3 
Sounding loud from ſhore to 1G 
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Hark ! the voice of an Archangel 
Swearing, Time ſhall! be no more!“ 
Rolling ages, 
Now your ſolemn cloſe appears ! 


2 This great moving frame of nature— 
That huge maſs of blazing day— 
Yonder arch'd expanſe of heaven— 
Moon, and ſtars, all melt away! 
Lo! graves op ming, 
Send the dead in myriads forth ! 


3 See the gloomy pris'ners riſing ! 
Hell's dark caverns yawning wide, 
Ready to receive the wicked, 
Who, by ſin, their Lord deny'd ! 
Wild confuſion | 
Seizes on each guilty ſoul. 


4 But the juſt, that lov'd their Saviour, 
Near his throne, with boldneſs, ſtand, 
While he graciouſly anoints them 
Kings and prieſts, at tus right-hand: 
Hallelujahs 
Echo thro' the heav*nly realms! 


s Joys ecſtatic—hyr-ns harmonious, 
In ſoft ſymphony, reſound! 
Saints, and angels, harps, and trumpets, 
Celebrate our Saviour crown'd; 
„Glory, honour, 
* Chriſt is worthy to receive!“ 


EIN has undone our wretched race— 
But Jeſus has reſtor'd, 
* 
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And brought the ſinner face to face 
With his forgiving Lord. 


2 This truth we urge the thoughtleſs crowd 
Attentively to hear; 
Lord, ſpeak thou with a voice more loud, 
And give the liſt'ning ear. 


3 Thy ſaving goodneſs let them trace— 
Make this an happy hour, 
According to thy rich free grace, 
And thine almighty pow'r. 


4 Let ſinners who perceive it not 
See their approaching doom, 

And tremble at the ſolemn thought, 
And flee the wrath to come. 


5 Dear Saviour, in the midſt appear—- 
Spread an alarm abroad; 
And cry, in every careleſs ear, 
Prepare to meet thy God.” 


HYMN XXXIII, 


1 TESU, thou all-redeeming Lord, 
Thy bleſſing we implore: 
Open the door to preach thy word, 
The great effectual door. 


2 Gather the outcaſts in, and fave 

From tin, and Satan's pow'r: 
And let them now acceptance have 

And know their gracious hour. 


Lover 


Praying for the divine Bleſſing. 


3 Lover of ſouls, thou know'ſt to prize 
What thou haſt bought ſo dear: 
Come, then, and, in each ſinner's eyes, 
With all thy wounds appear. 


4 Appear, as when of old confeft 
The ſuff ring Son of God; 
And let them ſee thee in thy veſt, 
As newly dipt in blood. 


5 The heart of ſtone from all remove, 
Thou who for all haſt dy'd; 
Shew them the tokens of thy love— 
Thy feet, thy hands, thy ſide. 


6 Ohlet thy wounds to finners cry, 
„ ſuffer'd this for you!“ 
And may thy Spirit now apply, 
And prove the record true. 


HYMN XXXIV. 


I OME, O thou all-victorious Lord, 
Thy pow'r to us make known: 
Strike with the hammer of thy word, 
And break each heart of ſtone, 


2 Oh that we all might now begin 
Our wickedneſs to mourn! 
And turn to Chriſt from ev'ry fin, 
vince he our fins has borne! 


3 Give us ourſelves and thee to know, 
ln this our gracious day: 

entance unto life beſtow, 

d take our fins away, 


4 A fcelng 


Praying fer the divine Bleſſing. 33 


4 A feeling ſenſe of guilt impart, 
And then remove the load 
Trouble, and waſh the troubled heart 
In the atoning blood, 


Our deſp'rate ſtate thro? fin declare, 
And ſpeak our fins forgiv'n; 
By perfect holineſs prepare, 
And take us up to heav'n, 


HY MN XXXV. 


I OME, thou almighty King, 
C Help us thy name to ſing, 
elp us to praiſe! 
Father all glorious, 
Oe'r all victorious, 
Come and reign over us, 
Ancient of days! 


2 Jeſus, our Lord, ariſe, 
Scatter our enemies, 
And make them fall ! 
Let thine almighty aid 
Our ſure defence be made— 
Our ſouls on thee be ſtay'd— 
Lord, hear our call! 


3 Come, thou incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty ſword— 
Our pray'r attend! 
Come, and thy people bleſs, 
And give thy word ſucceſs 


Spirit of holineſs, F , 
On us deſcend! 1 
4 e, 
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4 Come, holy Comforter, 
Thy ſacred witneſs bear, 
In this glad hour! 
Thou who almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er from us depart, 

Spirit of pow'r! 


5 To the great One in Three, 
Eternal praiſes be, 
ence evermore |! 
His ſov'reign majeſty 
May we in glory ſee, 
And, to eternity, 
Love and adore ! 


HYMN XXXVI. 


I Charity, divinely wiſe, 
() Thou meek-ey'd daughter of the ſkies! 
From the pure fountain of eternal light, 
Where fair, immutable, and ever bright, 
The beatific viſion ſhines, 
And angel with archangel joins 
In choral ſongs to ſing Fi raiſe, 
Parent of life, Ancient of days, 
Who was ere time exiſted, and ſhall be 
Thro' the wide round of vaſt eternity 
Oh come, thy warm benevolence impart, 


Enlarge my feelings, and expand my heart. 
2 O thou, enthron'd in realms above, 

Bright effluence of that boundleſs love 
WheaWyoy and peace in ſtreams unſully'd flow; 
Oh ! aan t e thy lov'd abode below; 


Tho' 
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Tho? ſweeter ſtrains adorn'd my tongue 
Than faint conceiv'd, or ſeraph ſung, 
And tho' my glowing fancy caught 
Whatever art, or nature taught; 

Yet if this hard, unfeeling heart of mine 

Neeer felt thy force, O charity divine, 

An empty ſhadow ſcience would be found, 

My knowledge ignorance, my wit a ſound. 


3 Tho' my prophetic ſpirit knew 
To bring futurity to view, 
Without thy aid ev'n this wou'd nought avail, 
For tongues ſhall ceaſe, and prophecies ſhall fail. 
Come, then, thou ſweet celeſtial gueſt, 
Shed thy foft influence oe'r my breaſt :; 
Bring with thee faith, divinely bright, 
And hope, fair harbinger of light, 
To clear each miſt with their pervading ray, 
To fit my ſoul for heav'n, and point the way 
Where perfect happineſs her ſway maintains, 
For there the God of peace for ever reigns. 


HYMN XXXVII. 


1 ORD of the ſabbath, hear our vows, 
On this thy day, in this thy houſe; 
Accept, as grateful ſacrifice, 
The ſongs which from thy ſervants riſe. 


2 Thine earthly ſabbaths, Lord, we love— 
But there's a nobler reſt above: 
To that our lab'ring ſouls aſpire, 
With ardent pangs of ſtrong deſire. 


3 No more fatigue, no more diſtreſs, 
Nor fin, nor hell, ſhall reach the plac 
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No groans to mingle with the ſongs, | 
Reſounding from immortal tongues. 


4 No rude alarms of raging foes, 
No cares to break the long repoſe, 
No midnight ſhades, no clouded ſun, | 
But ſacred, high, eternal noon. N 


5 O long expected day, begin! 
Dawn on theſe realms of woe and fin! 
Fain would we leave this weary road, 


And ſleep in death, to reſt with God. 


HYMN XXXVIII. 


£ O Lovely Jeſus, Lord of light, 
Of pow'r, and everlaſting might, 
Great Author of redeeming love, . 
The theme of thoſe in heav'n above, 
Let ſhow'rs of grace on us deſcend, 
And with thine arm our fouls defend. 


2 Be thou alone our only ſtay, 
And lead us in thy peaceful way, 
That when on earth we ceaſe to be, 
We may for ever reign with thee! 
In love's triumphal car ariſe, 8 
And, mounting, ſoar above the ſkies! 


HYMN XXXIX. 


ESCEND, ſweet patience, with thy ſober train, 
Of meekneſs, piety, and holy hope! 


Bleis'd fpurce of peace, bleſs'd cure for ev'ry pain, 
wad hoſe Ad the proudeſt ſpirits droop, 
of Kindly 
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Kindly deſcend on thoſe whoſe humbled mind 
Knows no relief but what from patience ſprings; 
Whoſe griefs no cure, whoſe pangs no reſpite find, 
On thote deicend, with healing in thy wings. 


HYMN. XI. 


I SSIST thy ſervant, mighty Lord, 
With pow'r to ſpeak thy gracious word; 
That to thy wounds all here may flee, 
And full redemption find in thee. 


2 Thou God of pow'r, thou God of love, 
Let the whole world thy mercy prove! 
Now let thy word o'er all prevail— 
Now take the ſpoils of death and hell. 


3 Oh let the dead now hear thy voice! 
Now let each mourning ſoul rejoice— 
Apply thy blood and righteouſneſs, 
That all thy ſaving name may bleſs. 


HYMN XLI. 


ULFIL thy promiſe, gracious Lord, 
And in the midſt appear— 
Put forth thy Spirit with the word, 
And cauſe the dead to hear, 


/ 


HYMN XLII. 


HY ſervant, Lord, in vain muſt preach, 
If thou wilt not vouchſafe to teach: 


Inſtruct, then, ev'ry ſtupid heart, * 
And thro' the means thy grace impart. 
| HYMN 
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HYMN XLIII. 


I HY promiſe, Lord, and thy command, 
Have brought us here to-day : 
And now we humbly waiting ſtand, 
To hear what thou wilt ſay. 


2 Speak to our hearts in words of peace, 
And till us all with love: 
Then give us perſevering grace, 
That we may faithful prove. 


HYMN XIIV. 


OW, Lord, allure our ſouls to thee-— 
| Oh! Kindly bid us come, and lee, 
And taſte how good thou art: 
Knock with the hammer of thy word — 
Knock by thy pow'rful Spirit, Lord, 
And open ev'ry heart. 


HYMN XLV. 


REAT God, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To give thy word ſucceſs! 
Write thy ſalvation on each heart, 
And all this people bleſs. 


HYMN ALVI. 


OURCE of light, and pow'r divine, 
Deign upon thy truth to ſhine; 

Lord, behold, thy ſervant ſtands! 

2: to thee he lifts his hands! 

Satisfy his ſoul's deſire ! 

Touch his lips with holy fire! 


HYMN 


. 


Short Hymus before Sermon. 39 
HYMN XLVII, 


1 Son of God, ſhed forth thy love 
Exert thy energetic pow'r ! 
Thy mercy let this people prove! 
( Let all thy bleeding love adore ! 


2 The tr:umphs of thy grace diſplay ! 
In ev'ry heart reign thou alone! 
Till all thy foes confeſs thy ſway, 
And glory end what grace begun! 


HYMN ALVIII. 


I REAT Sov'reign of the human heart, 
IF Thy mighty energy impart, 
W hich 8 the heart of ſteel, 
And makes the khardzn'd conictence feel, 


2 Let finners tremble at thy word, 
Struck by the terror of the Lord; 
And, while they tremble, let them flee, 
For pardon, lite, and peace, to thee. 


HY MN XLIX. 


I ORD, help thy ſervant to proclaim + 
The benefits of Jeſu's name— 
To ſpread, thro? all the earth abroad, 
Glad tidings of redeeming blood. 


2 Oh, may thy glories ſtand confeſs'd, 
From north to ſouth, from eaſt to weſt ! 
Succeſsful may thy goſpel run, 
Wide as the circuit of the ſun, 
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N what has now been ſown/ 
Thy bleting, Lord, beſtow; 
The pow'r is thine alone 
To make it ſpring and grow: 
Do thou the fruitful harveſt raiſe, 
And thou alone ſhalt have the praiſe. 


HYMN LI, 


AY the grace of Chriſt our Saviour, 
And the Father's boundleſs love, 

With the Holy Spirit's favour, 

Reſt upon us from above! 
May we cloſe abide in union 

With each other, and the Lord; 
And poſſeſs, in ſweet communion, 

Joys whuch earth cannot afford. 


HYMN III. 


OW may the holy Three in One, 
The Father, Word, and Comforter, 

Pour an abundant bleſſing down, 

On ev'ry ſoul aſſembled here! 

And may that peace which God imparts 

Direct, and keep, and cheer our hearts. 


HYMN LIII, 


Dns us with thy bleſſing, Lord 
Help us to feed upon thy word, 
That we from ſtrength to ſtrength may go, 
And in thine image daily grow. 


HYMN 


** 
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. HYMN LIYV. 


(3 os mercy, peace be with us, Lord! 
Impreſs upon our ſouls thy word— 
Our paſt tranſgreſſions now forgive, 

And let us to thy glory live. 


HYMN LV. 


I ORD, diſmiſs us with thy blefſing— 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace! 
Let us all thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 
Oh refreſh us, 
Trav'lling thro? this wilderneſs! 


2 Thanks we give and adoration, 
For thy goſpel's joyful ſound ! 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In our hearts and lives abound ! 
Ever faithful 
To the truth may we be found! 


HYMN IVI. 


ORD, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing! 
L Bid us all depart in peace 
On our ſouls thy word impreſſing, 
May we daily grow in grace ! 
Fill each breaſt with conſolation ! 
Grateful we'll our voices raiſe: 
When we reach thy bliſsful ſtation, 
Then we'll give thee nobler praiſe ; 
And ſing Hallelujah to God and the Lamb, 
For ever and ever. Amen. 
D 3 HYMN 


Hymns of Praiſt. 
HYMN - LVII. 


O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Who ſweetly all agree, 
To ſave a world of ſinners loſt, 
Eternal glory be. 


NH Y-MN TVIII. 


1 OME, let us join our cheerful ſongs, 
O With angels round the throne ! 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 

But all their joys are one. 


2 © Worthy the Lamb that dy'd (they cry) 
To be exalted thus“ 
„ Worthy the Lamb”—our hearts reply, 
„For, he was ſiain for us.” 


3 Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine! 
And bleflings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine! 


- 


4 Let all creation join in one, 
To blefs the ſacred name 

Of him that fits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


* 
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HYMN LIX. 


1 ESUS, our Saviour, praiſe, 
Who rules enthron'd above, 
Ancient of everlaſting days, 


And God of love! 


2 


3 


4 


5 


Hymns of Praiſe. 


In majeſty ſupreme, 
By earth and heav'n confeſs'd, 
I bow, and bleſs the ſacred name, 
For ever bleſs'd! 


Mighty he is to ſave— 
The Lord our Righteouſneſs, 
Who role victorious o'er the grave 
The Prince of Peace! 
On Sion's holy height, 
His kingdom he maintains, 
And glorious with his ſaints in light, 
For ever reigns. 


Thro' him to heaven brought, 
They all before him ſtand, 
And tell the wonders he hath wrought, 
Thro' all their land: 
The liſtning ſpheres attend, 
And ſwell the growing theme— 
Reſound in ſongs which never end, 
His gracious name. 


Of him exalted high, 
The great Archangels ſing, 
And “ Holy, Holy, Holy,” cry, 
« Almighty King! 
„Who waſt, and art, the ſame, 
„And evermore ſhalt be 
« Jehovah! Jeſus! Great I Am, 
We worſhip thee.” 


While heav'n's triumphant — 
His name thus glorify, 
Of him ſhail we not make our boaſt, 
And with them vie? | 
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** we the heav'nly lays! 


ith Seraphs now combine! 
Hail, Jeſus, hail! honour and praiſe 
Be ever thine! 


HYMN LX. 


3 I E boundleſs realms of joy, 
Exalt your Maker's fame ! 
His praiſe your ſongs employ, 


Wt | Above the ſtarry frame! 


Your voices raiſe, 
| Ye Cherubim, 
| And Seraphim, 

To ſing his praiſe ! 


And ſun, that guid'ſt the day 
Ye glitt'ring ſtars of light, 
To him your homage pay ! 

His praiſe declare, 

Ye heav'ns above, 

And clouds that move, 

In liquid air ! 


Ws | 

We | 2 Thou moon, that rul'ſt the night, 
| 
N 


3 Let earth her tribute give, 
And magnify his name, 
By whom all creatures live — 
His wond'rous pow'r proclaim ! 
In this deſign, 
Let youths with maids, 
And hoary heads 
With children join. 


4 His choſen ſaints to grace, 
He ſets them upon high; 


And 
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And favours Iſrael's race, 
Who ſtill to him are nigh: 
Oh, therefore, raiſe 
Your grateful voice, 
And {till rejoice 
The Lord to praiſe! 


HYMN LXI. 


ROM all that dwell below the ſkies 
Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe! 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung, 
Thro' ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue! 
Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, 
And ſaving grace attends thy word; 
Thy 2 {ſhall found, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe, and ſet no more! 


HYMN LxIL 


LUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 
We wretched ſinners lay, 

Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 

With pitying eyes, the Lord of life 
Beheld our hopeleſs grief, 

He ſaw—and (O amazing love!) 
He came to our relief: 

Down from the ſhiniag courts above 
With joyful haſte he fled, 

Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 

Oh, for tuis love, let rochs and hills 
Their laſting filence break, 

And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour's praiſes ſpeak ! 


Angels . 


2 


A 
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Angels aſſiſt our mighty joys ! 
Strike all your harps of gold ! 

But, when ye raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told ! 


HYMN LXIII. 


O God, the only wile, 
Our Saviour, and our King, 

Let all the ſaints below the ſkies 

Their humble praiſes bring 

"Tis his almighty love, 

His counſel and his care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from ſin, and death, 

And ev'ry hurtful ſnare. 

He ſhall preſent his ſaints 

Unblemiſh'd, and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 

With joys divinely great. 

Then all the choſen ſeed 

Shall meet around his throne— 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 

And make his wonders known. 

To our redeeming God 

Wiſdom and 'r belong : 
Eternal as his Majeſty, 

Eternal be our ſong ! 


HYMN LXIV. 


ALVATION ! Oh the joyful ſound ! 
What muſic in our ears! 

A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound! 

A cordial for our fears | 


Glory, honour, praiſe, and power ! 
Be unto the Land for ever . 


Feſus 
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Feſus Chrift is our Redeemer ! 
Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Praiſe the Lord ! 


2 Salvation ! let the echo fly 


The ſpacious earth around, 
While all the armies of the ſky 
Confpire to raiſe the ſound ! 


3 Salvation ! O thou bleeding Lamb, 
To thee the praiſe belongs ! 

Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues ! 


HYMN LXV. 


RAISE God from whom all bleſſings flow ! 
Praiſe him, all creatures here below ! 


Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt ! 

Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy G! 

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of hoſts, 

Heav'n and earth are full of the majeſty of thy glory ! 


Hallelujah ! Amen! 
OR THUVUS. 


Sing praiſes Hallelujah ! Glad tidings! Hallelujah ! 


HYMN LXVI. 


I AIL ! hail, reviv'd, reviving Spring, 
Fair type of heav'n's eternal year! 

While nature's works thy praiſes fling, 

Lo! gratitude ſalutes thee here! 

Swell, gently ſwell the ſolemn ſong ! 
Now pour the bounding notes along ! 
Teach Choirs below to Choirs above, 

To echo back the common lay; 


And 
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And, as they praiſe unbounded love, 
To join in bounty's holiday. 


To God, the univerſal King, 
| Be ſacred ev'ry grateful Choir ! 

il In endleſs hymns all prailes ſing 
, That endleſs bounty can inſpire! 


2 All loſt beneath ſtern winter's reign, 
Creation's genial pow'rs appear'd ; 
Spring call'd them into lite again 
See! budding verdure ſhews they heard! 
Bleſs, bleſs, O man, the kind deſign 
Whoſe nobler counterpart is thine ! 


Thy pow'rs a colder winter froze, 

Till thy Meſſiah's cheering ray, 

Prolific of fair truth, aroſe, 

And ſhed the blaze of mental day. 
To God, &c. 


HYMN [LXVII. 


I WAKE, and ſing the ſong 
Of Moſes and the Lamb ! 
Wake ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue, 
To praiſe the Saviour's name! 


2 Sing of his dying love 
Sing of his riſing pow'r— 
Sing how he intercedes above, 
For thoſe whoſe ſins he bore. 


3 Sing, till we feel our hearts 
Aſcending with our tongues !_ 
Sing, till the love of ſin departs, 
And grace inſpires our ſongs ! 


4 Sing 


Hymns of Praise. 49 


Sing on your heav'nly way— 
Ye ranſom'd ſinners, ſing ! 
Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry day, 


In Chriſt, your gracious King ! 


Soon ſhall ye hear him ſay, 

& Ye bleſſed children, come: 
Angels ſhall bear you, then, away, 

170 your eternal home, 


HYMN LXVIII. 


EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy ! 

Know that the Lord is God alone— 
He can create, and he deſtroy. 
His ſov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men 
And when, like wand'ring ſheep, we ſtray'd, 
He brought us to his fold again. 
We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs 
High as the heav'ns our voices raiſe ! 
And earth, with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 
Wide as the world is thy command— 
Vaſt, as eternity, thy love! | 
Firm, as a rock thy truth ſhall ſtand, . 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


HYMN LXIX. 


I RAISE the Lord who reigns above, 
P And keeps his courts below! 
© Praiſe our gracious God of love, 
And all his greatneſs ſhew ! 
E 


Praiſe 
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Praiſe him for his noble deeds! 

Praiſe him for his matchleſs pow'r 

Him from whom all good proceeds 
Let earth and heav'n adore! 


Publiſh, ſpread to all around, 
The great Immanuel's name! 

Let the trumpet's martial ſound 

Him Lord of hoſts proclaim! 

Praiſe him, ev'ry tuneful ſtring ! 

All the reach of heav'nly art 

All the pow'r of muſic bring— 
The muſic of the heart! 


Him in whom they move, and live, 
Let ev'ry creature ſing! 
Glory to their Maker give, 
And homage to their King! 
Hallow'd be his name beneath ! 
As in heav'n on earth ador'd! 
Praiſe the Lord in ev'ry breath! 
Let all things praiſe the Lord ! 


HYMN LXX. 


"Oy our hands, ye people all! 


Praiſe the God on whom we call! 
Liſt your voice, and ſhout his praiſe ! 
Triumph in his ſaving grace! 


Glorious is the Lord moſt High! 
Terrible in majelty ! | | 
He his ſov'reign 9 maintains 
King o'er all the earth he reigns ! 


3 Zion 
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3 Zion, ſhout aloud! for he, 
As thy Saviour, dwells in thee ! 
Spread abroad the joyful ſound! 
Let the nations roll it round! 


4 Wonderful in ſaving pow'r, 
Him let all our hearts adore! 
Earth and heav'n repeat the cry, 
Glory be to God moſt High! 


HYMN LXXI. 


I HE ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue etherial ſky, 

By their beſpangled ſhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim ! 
Th' unweary'd Sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r diſplay 
And publiſhes, to ev'ry land, 
The work of an almighty hand. 


2 Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 
The Moon takes up the wond'rous tale, 
And, nightly, to the liſt'ning earth, 
Kepeats the ſtory of her birth; 
Whilit all the ſtars that round her burn, 
And all the planets, in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings, as they roll, 
And fpread the truth from pole to pole, 


3 What tho”, in ſolemn filence, all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball— 
What tho? no real voice nor ſound, : 
Amid their radiant orbs, be found, 
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In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 
And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging, as they ſhine, 
The hand that made us is divine. 


HYMN LXXIT. | 


t TFNDULGENT Father, how divine, 
How bright thy bounties are! 

1 hro* nature's ample round they ſhine, 
Thy goodnefs to declare: 

But, in the nobler work of grace, 
What ſweeter mercy ſmiles, 

In my benign Redeemer's face, 
And ev'ry fear beguiles! 


2 Indebted thus to thee, I'll pay 
My grateful ſacrifice, 
When morning uſhers in the day, 
Or ev'ning veils the ſkies ! | 
When glimm'ring life reſigns its flame, 
Thy praiſe ſhall tune my breath— 
The dear memorials of thy name 
Shall gild the ſhades of death. 


3 But, oh! how ſweet my ſong ſhall riſe, 
When freed from ſinful clay, 
And all thy glories meet my eyes, 
In one eternal day ! 
Not Seraphs, who reſound thy name, 
Thro' yon etherial plains, 
Shall glow with a diviner flame, 


Or raiſe ſublimer ſtrains ! | 


„ —— 
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I RAISE ye the Lord, y' immortal choir, 
That fill the realms above! 

Praiſe him who form'd you of his fire, 
And feeds you with his love! | 

Shine to his praiſe, ye cryſtal ſkies, k 
The floor of his abode ! 

Or veil in ſhades your thouſand eyes, 
Before your brighter God. 


4 
g 
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2 Thou reſtleſs globe of golden light, 

Whole beams create our days, 

Join with the filver queen of night, 
To own your borrow'd rays! - 

Ye winds, reſound his name aloud, 
Thro' the etherial blue! 

For, when his chariot is a cloud, 
He makes his wheels of you. 


3 Thunder, and hail, and fires, and forms, 

The troops of his command, 

Appear, in all your dreadful forms, 
And ſpeak his awful hand ! 

Shout to the Lord, ye ſurging ſeas, 
In your eternal roar ! 

Let wave to wave reſound his praiſe, 
And ſhore reply to ſhore! 


4 Let the ſhrill birds his honour raiſe, 2 
And climb the morning ſky; 
While grov'ling beaſts attempt his praiſe, 
In coarſer harmony. 
Thus while the meaner creatures ſing, 
Ye mortals, catch the ſound 
Echo the glories of your King, 
Thro' all the nations round! | 
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HYMN LXXIV., 


RATEFUL notes and numbers brine; 
While ſehovah's praiſe we ſing: 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Be thy glorious name ador'd! 


Men on earth, and ſaints above, 
Sing the great Redeemer's love! 
Lord, thy mercies never fail— 


Hail, celeſtial goodneſs, ail! 


Tho' unworthy of thine ear, 
Lord, our hallelujahs hear; 
Purer praiſe we hope to bring, 
When with ſaints above we at 


Lead us to > this Blifsfil Nate, | 
Where thou reign'ſt, ſupremely great : 
Look with pity- from thy throne 
And ſend thy Holy Spiri down. 


While on earth ordain'd to ſtay, 
Guide our footſteps in thy way; 
Till we come to reign with thee, 
And all thy. glorious Coy ſee, 


Then, with angels, we'll again 


Wake a louder, louder ſtrain : 
There, in joyful tongs of praiſe, '- 
We'll our grateful voices raiſe. 


There no tongue hall filent be- 
There all ſhall join ſweet harmony 
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There, thro* heav'n's all ſpacious round, 

Thy praiſe, O God, ſhall ever ſound. 
Chorus. 

Lord, thy mercies never fail— 

Hail, celeſtial goodneſs, hail ! 


HY MN LXXV. 


ATHER, how wide thy glories ſhine! 
F How high thy wonders riſe ! | 
Known thro? the earth by thouſand figns— 
By thouſand thro? the ſkies. 
Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r— 
Their motions ſpeak thy ſkill; 
And, on the wings of ev'ry hour, 
We read thy patience ſtill. 
But, when we view thy great deſign 
To ſave rebellious worms, 
Where vengeance and compaſſion join, 
In their divineſt forms; 

Here the whole Deity is known, 
Nor dares a creature gueſs 

Which attribute moſt ſplendid ſhone, 
The juſtice, or the grace. 

Now the full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heav*aly. plains; | 

Bright Seraphs learn Immanuel's name, 
And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 

Oh, may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong ! 

V/onder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


HYMN LXXVI. 


1 FA LORY to God on high! 
di Let heay'n and earth reply, 
Praiſe 
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Praiſe ye his name! 
Angels, his love adore, 
Who all our ſorrows bore ! 
And ſaints cry evermore, 

Worthy the Lamb! 


2 All they around the throne 
Cheertully join in one, 
Praiſing his name! 
Ye who have felt his blood 
Sealing your peace with God, 
Sound his dear name abroad 
Worthy the Lamb! 


3 Join, all ye ranſom'd race, 
Our Lord and God to bleſs! 
Praiſe ye his name! 
In him we will rejoic e, 
Making a cheerful noiſe, 
And ſhout with heart and voice, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


4 Tho' we muſt change our place, 
Yet ſhall we never ceaſe, 
Praifing his name ! 
To him we'll tribute bring 
Hail him our gracious King, 
And evermore ſhall ſing, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


HYMN LXXVII. 


I 1 glorious armies of the ſky, 
To thee, O mighty King, 
Triumphant anthems conlecrate, 


And hallelujahs ſing ! 


But 
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But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee; 
How diſtant, then, muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be! 


2 Yet how, my God, can I refrain, 

When, to my raviſh'd ſenſe, 

All creatures, in their various ways, 
Diſplay thine excellence ? 

The active lights that ſhine above, 
In their eternal dance, 

Reveal their ſkilful Maker's praiſe, 
With filent eloquence. 


3 The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 

That thou art mnch more fair, 

When, in the eaſt, its beams revive, 
To gild the fields of air: 

The fragrant, the refreſhing breath 
Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 

In balmy whiſpers, owns, from thee 
Their pleaſing odours come. 


4 The ſinging birds, the warbling winds, 

And waters murm'ring fall, 

To praiſe the firſt DA Cauſe, 
With diff *rent voices call. 

Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 

d ſhall I filent be? 

No—rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 

Than ceaſe from praiſing thee, 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 


1 EGIN the high celeſtial ſtrain, 
My raviſh'd foul, and fing 
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A ſolemn 
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. A ſolemn hymn of grateful praiſe 

To heav'n's almighty King! 

Ye curling fountains, as ye roll 
Your ſilver waves along, 

Whiſper to all your verdant ſhores 
The ſubje& of my ſong. 


2 Retain it long, ye echoing rocks 
The ſacred ſound retain, 
And, from your hollow winding caves, 
Return it oft again. | 
Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings, 
To diſtant climes away; 
And, round the wide extended world, 
| My loſty theme convey. 


3 Take the glad burden of his name, 

Ye clouds, as ye ariſe, 

Whether to deck. the golden morn, 
Or ſhade the ev'ning-{kies, 

Let harmleſs thunders roll along 
The ſmooth etherial plain, 

And anſwer, from the cryſtal vault, 
To ev'ry flying ſtrain. 


4 Long let it echo round the ſpheres, 
And pierce the ſtarry ſky, 
Till angels with immortal ſkill, 
Improve the harmony : 
While I, with ſacred raptures fir'd, 
The bleſt Creator ſing, 
And warble conſecrated lays 
To heav'n's almighty King ! 


HYMN LXXIX. 


ROM heav'n, the loud, th' angelic ſong began, 
It ſhook the ſkies, and reach'd aſtoniſh'd ps 
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By man re-echo'd, it ſhall mount again, 
Whilſt fragrant odours fill the bliſsful plain. 
Worthy the Lamb of boundleſs ſway ! 

In earth, in heav'n, the Lord of all! 
Ye Princes, Rulers, Pow'rs obey, 

And low before his footſtool fall. 

The deed was done! the Lamb was ſlain ! 
The groaning earth the burden bore : 

He roſe ! he lives! he lives to reign ! 
Nor time ſhall ſhake his endleſs pow'r ! 
From heav'n, from earth, loud burſts of praiſe 
The mighty bleſſings ſhall proclaim ! 
Bleflings that earth to glory raiſe 

The purchaſe of the wounded Lamb. 
Higher, ſtill higher, ſwell the ſtrain ! 
Creation's voice the note prolong ! 

The Lord ſhall ever, ever reign ! 

Let hallelujahs crown the ſong ! 


AYMN LXXX. 


Ouſe of our God, with cheerful anthems ring, 
E W hile all our lips and hearts his goodneſs ſing; 
With ſacred joy his wond'rous deeds proclaim— 
Let ev'ry tongue be vocal with his name. 
The Lord is good, his mercy never-ending, 
His bleſſings in perpetual ſhow'rs deſcending. 


The heav'n of heav'ns he with his bounty fills; 
Ye ſeraphs bright, on ever-blooming hills, 

His honours found—you to whom good alone, 

Unmingled, ever-growing, hath been known; 

Faro? your immortal life with love increaſing, 

Proclaim your Maker's goodneſs never ceaſing. 


Thou earth, enlighten'd by his rays divine, 
Pregnant with graſs, and corn, and oil, and wine, 
RL | | Crown'd 


60 Hymns of Prai}e. 


Crown'd with his goodneſs let thy nations meet, 
And lay their crowns at his paternal feet; 

With grateful love that lib'ral hand confeſſing, 
Which thro* each heart diffuſeth ev'ry bleſſing. 


4 His goodneſs never ends—the dawn, the ſhade, 
Still ſee new bounties thro' new ſcenes diſplay'd; 
Succeeding ages bleſs this ſure abode, 

And children lean upon their father's God : 
The deathleſs ſoul, thro' its immenſe duration, 
Drinks from this ſource immortal conſolation. 


5 Burſt into praiſe, my ſoul ! all nature join 
Angels and men in harmony combine ! 
While human years are meaſur'd by the Sun, 
And while eternity its courſe ſhall run, 
His goodneſs, in perpetual ſhow'rs deſcending, 
Exalt in ſongs, and raptures never-ending. 


HYMN LXXXI. 


ING to the Lord a new melodious ſong 
Aſſiſt the choir, ye tribes of ev'ry tongue: 
Wide as the world his ſov'reign mercy reigns— 
Wide as the world reſound the rapt'rous ſtrains; 
Ye angels, join the joyful acclamation, 
And ſing the love that brings to men ſalvation. 


2 His gracious eye beheld in full ſurvey 

Where Adam's race in mingled ruin lay : 

No human aid the danger could avert— 

No angel's hand could ſooth the raging ſmart : 
In his own breaſt divine compaſhon riſes, 
And the grand ſcheme the court of heav'n ſurpriſes. 


3 God's only Son, with peerleſs glories bright, 
His Father's faireſt image and delight, 


Juſtzce 
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Juſtice and grace the victim have decreed 

To wear our fleſh, and in that fleſh to bleed. 
Proftrate in duſt, ye finners, all adore him, 
And tremble, while your hearts rejoice before him. 


4 The wondrous work is done—the cov'nant ſtood 
And Jeſus expiates human guilt with blood: 
Nail'd to the tree he bows his ſacred head— 

A mangled corpſe he ſojourns with the dead—- 

Riſing, the goſpel ſends thro' ev'ry nation— 

Sinners believe, and gain complete ſalvation, 


5 Father of grace, accept our humble praiſe ! 
Oh let it run thro everlaſting days! 
And thou, bleſt Saviour, ſpotleſs Lamb of God, 
Accept the ſouls dear- ranſom'd with thy blood; 
And to thoſe ſongs form all our feeble voices, 
In which the choir round thy bright throne rejoices, 


HTMN LXXXII. 


I EGIN, mv Soul, th' exalted Lay 
Let each enraptur'd thought obey, 
And praiſe th' Almighty's name! 
Lo! heav'n, and earth, and ſeas, and ſkies, 
In one melodious concert riſe, 
To ſwell th' inſpiring theme! 


2 Ye angels, catch the joyful ſound, 
While all th' adoring throngs around 
His wondrous mercy ſing! 
Let ev'ry liſt'ning ſaint above 
Wake all the tuneful ſoul of love, 
And touch the ſweeteſt ſtring ! 


| 3 Thou 
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3 Thou heav'n of heav'ns, his vaſt abode, 
Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God ; 
Ye thunders, ſpeak his pow'r ! 
Lo! on the lightnings gleamy wing, 
In triumph walks th' eternal King 
TH aſtoniſn'd worlds adore. 


4 Ye deeps, with roaring billows riſe, 
To join the thunders of the ſkies! 
Praiſe him who bade you roll! 
His praiſe in ſofter notes declare, 
Each whiſp'ring breeze of yielding air, 
And breathe it to the ſoul. 


's Wake, all ye ſoaring throngs, and ſing ! 
Ye cheerful warblers of the ſpring, 
Harmonious anthems raiſe, 
To him who ſhap'd your finer mould, 
Who tip'd your glitt'ring wings with gold, 
And tun'd your voice to praiſe ! 


6 Let man, by nobler paſſions ſway'd, 
The feeling heart, the judging head, 
In heav'nly praiſe employ — 
Spread the Creator's name around, 
Till heav'ns broad arch ring back the ſound, 
The gen'ral burſt of joy! 


HYMN LXXXIIL. 
I Nw begin the heav'nly theme— 


Sing aloud in Jeſu's name; 
Ye, who Jeſu's Kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 


2 Ye, who ſee the Father's == 
Beaming in the Saviour's face; 
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As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


3 Mourning ſouls, dry up your tears— 
Banith all your guilty tears; 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by redeeming love. 


4 Ye, alas! who long have been 
Willing ſlaves of death and fin; 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop—and taſte redeeming love. 


5 Welcome, all by ſin oppreſt, 
Welcome all to Jeſus. Chrilt ; 
Nothing brought him from above— 
Nothing but redeeming love, 


6 He ſubdu'd th” infernal pow'rs, 
Thoſe tremendous foes of ours, 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love. 


7 Hither then your muſic bring — 
Strike aloud each joyful ſtring; 
Mortals, join the hoſts above, 
Join to praiſe redeeming love. 


HYMN LXXXIV. 


1 QWEET is the work, my God, my King, 
To praiſc hy name, give thanks, and fing— 
To ſhew thy love by moraing-light, 
And talk of all thy truth: t night. 


2 Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt ! 
No mortal cares ſhall ſeize my breaſt ; 
= BL Oh. 
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Oh may my heart in tune be found, 
Like Lavid's harp of folemn found! 


3 My heart ſhail triumph in the Lord, 


And bleſs his works, and bleſs his word: 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhine! 
How deep thy counſels! how divine ! 


HYMN LXXXV. 


1 HIS is the day the Lord hath made! 
| He calis the hours his own; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround his throne ! 


2 To-day heroſe and left the dead, 
And Satan's empire fell 
To-day the ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
And all his wonders tell. 


3 Hoſannah to th' anointed King, 
To David's holy Son! 
Help us, O Lord, deſcend, and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 


HYMN LXXAXVI. 


I LORY be to God our king! Hallelujah. 

Thine eternal love we ſing: Hal. 

Thou haſt bar'd thine arm divine— Hal. 
Wrought ſalvation, made us thine. Hal. 


2 Wand'ring ſheep, how far from home, 
Sore bewilder'd, did we roam, 
Till the gracious Shepherd came, 
Sought and fav'd! Oh praife his name 
3 Death! 
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Death! no more we dread thy ſting— 
Sin ſubdu'd, we joyful ſing: 

Grave! thy terrors we def 

We ſhall live, for Chriſt did die. 


4 Fir'd with gratitude, we raiſe 
All our ſouls to ſound thy praiſe— 
Touch each heart, each tongue inſpire, 
Sing we higher ſtill, and higher. 


HYMN LXXXVII. 


I EET and right it is to ſing 
Glory to our God and king— 
Meet, in ev'ry time and place, 
To rehearſe his ſolemn praiſe, 


2 Join, ye ſaints, the ſong around— 
Angels, help the cheerful found— 
Publiſh through the world abroad 
Glory to th' eternal God! 


3 Praiſes here to thee we give— 
Gracious thou our thanks receive; 


Holy Father, ſov'reign Lord, 
Ev'ry where be thou ador'd! 


HYMN LXXXVIII. 


HAT joy ſhall abound, 
hen our bretnren around 


65 


The throne of our glorious Redeemer are found ! 


Not a diſſonant ſtriag 
Shall be heard while we ſing, 


With the chorus of angels, our Saviour and King. 


F 3 


2 Our 
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2 Our Saviour we own 
Who fits on the throne— 
All praiſe to the Father, and Spirit, and Son ! 
We are ſav'd by the Lamb 
Let all heav'n proclaim— 


3 Our Jeſus ſurround, 
| With majeſty crown'd, 
| And amen to our praiſes, ye Seraphim, ſound; 
Stand, ſtand in amaze, 
1 Ye Seraphs, and gaze, 
Or fall and adore in the ſpirit of praiſe, 
* 


4 Thus with you would we lie, 
Till exalted on high, 
Hallelujah, again Hallelujah, we cry ! 
Progreſſively move, 
And in rapture improve, 
And eternity ſpend to the praiſe of his love. 


HYMN LXAXXIX. 


3 TEHOVAH reigns! let every nation hear, 

| J And at his footſtool bow with holy fear; 
Let heav'ns high arches echo with his name, 
And the wide peopled earth his praife proclaim : 
He reigns alone! let univerſal nature 
Exalt the glories of its great Creator, 


2 Fram'd by his fiat, like a ſpotleſs bride, 
The world appear'd complete in finiſh'd pride; 
Freſli with untarniſh'd luſtre as it ſtood, 

The heav'nly Architect pronounc?d it good: 

The morning ſtars, with joyful acclamation, 
Exulting ſung, and hail'd the new creation. E 
3 Let 


Let all heav'n bow down to his wonderful name! 


: 


| 
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3 Yet this fair world, the creature of a day, 
Tho? built by Gop's right hand, muſt paſs away; 
And long oblivion creep o'er mortal things, 
The fate of empires, and the pride of kings ; 
Eternal night ſhall veil their proudeſt ſtory, 
And drop the curtain o'er all human glory. 


4 The ſun himſelf, with weary clouds oppreſt, 
Shall in his ſilent, dark pavilion reſt ; 
His golden urn ſhall break, and uſeleſs lie, 
Amidit the common ruins of the ſky— 
The ſtars ruſh headlong, in the wild commotion, 
And bathe their glitt'ring forcheads in the ocean. 


5 But fix'd, O Gop, for ever ſtands thy throne ! 
Jehovah reigns! a univerſe alone! 
TH eternal fire that feeds each vital flame, 
Collected, or diffus'd, is ſtill the ſame; 
He dwells within his own unſfathom'd eſſence, 
And fills all ſpace with his unbounded preſence. 


6 But oh! our higheſt notes the theme debaſe, 
And ſilence is our leaſt injurious praiſe; 
Ceaſe then your ſongs—the daring ay 5 controul— 
Revere him in the Rillnefs of your ſoul : 
With filent duty meekly bend before him, 
And deep within your inmoſt hearts adore him. 


HYMN XC. 


19 IS mercy calls awake, my grateful ſtring! 
Let trembling ſinners liſten while I ſing; 
Tis not his dire avenging rod 
I fing the mercies-of a God. 
Let ev'ry tongue inceſſant cry, 


All glory be to God on high! 


Sympbonious 
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[Lt Symphonious in the ſacred chorus join, 
0 6 * . * . * 
'M Till our united voices reach the ſeats divine. 


2 The Lord, tho' ſeated far above the ſky, 

Yet ſees the penitent with pitying eye: 
Pleas'd he obſerves our Kerst ear, 
And in his bottle puts each tear; 
He hears the downcaſt mourner's cry, 
And ever liſtens to a ſigh: 

Tf godly ſorrow raiſes but a groan, 

*T will mount, like fragrant incenſe, to the heav'nly 

throne. 


3 Hear this, with rapture, ye dejected minds, 
Whom errors darken, or whom weakneſs blinds; 
Lift from the duſt your ſtreaming eye, 
And know the Lord your help is nigh— 
The Lord who ſuccours the diſtreſt, 
Will comfort you, and give you reſt. 
Let cheerful hope in ev'ry boſom ſpring, 
For boundleſs mercy dwells with heav'n's eternal 
King. 


4 Unanimouſly, then, your voices raiſe, 
With hearts uplifted, to declare his praiſe : 
Let the melodious numbers flow, 
And love in all our boſoms glow. 
Now let the pious, grateful ſong, 
Break forth aloud from ev'ry tongue: 
For heav'nly mercy ſooths the mourner's care, 


deſpair. 
HYMN XCI. 


3 12 in praiſe of your Creator, 
Ev'ry heart his honours raiſe ; 
F Magnify 


And bids the innocent rejoice, the ſinner not 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
l 
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Magnify the Lord of nature, 
Magnify the God of grace: 
Hallelujah ! 
Fill the univerſe with praiſe. 


2 Sing with glad anticipation— 
Mortals and immortals fing ; 
Jeſus comes with full falvation— 
Jeſus doth his glory bring : 
Hallelujah ! 
God omnipotent is King. 


HYMN XCII. 


I H for a ſweet, inſpiring ray, 
To animate our feeble ſtrains, 
From the bright realms of endleſs day, 
The blisful realms where Jeſus reigns ! 


2 There, low before his glorious throne, 
Adoring ſaints and angels fall; 
And with delightful worthip own 


His ſmile their bliſs, their heav'n, their all. 


3 Immortal glories crown his head, 
While tuneful hallelujah's riſe; 
And love, and jov, and triumph ſpread 
Through all th' aſſemblies of the ſkies. 


4 He ſmiles, and Seraphs tune their ſongs 
To boundleſs rapture, while they gaze; 
Ten thouſand thouſand joyful tongues 
Reſound his everlaſting praiſe. 


5 There all the follow'rs of the Lamb 
Shall join at laſt the heav'nly choir; 


6g 


| 
| 
! 
| 
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Oh may the joy-inſpiring theme 
Awake our faith and warm deſire ! 


6 Dear Saviour, let thy Spirit ſeal 
Our int'reſt in that bliſsful place; 
Till death remove this mortal veil, 
And we behold thy lovely face. 


BYMN KXCIIL 


INS to the Lord Jehovah's name, 
And in his ſtrength rejoice! 
When his ſalvation is our theme, 


Exalted be our voice! 


2 With thanks approach his awful fight, 
And pfalms of honour fing ! 
The Lord's a God of boundleſs might— 
The whole creation's King. 


3 Let princes hear—let angels know 
mean their nature's feem— 
Thoſe gods on high, and gods below, 
When once compar'd to him. | 


4. Earth, with its caverns dark and deep, 
Lies in his ſpacious hand; 
He fix'd the bounds the ſeas ſhould keep, 
And where the hills muſt ſtand. 


s Come, and with humble ſouls adore 
Come, kneel before his face; 
Then ſhall the creatures of his pow'r 


Be children of his grace. 


HYMN 


Hymns of Praiſe. 77 
HYMN XCIV. 


1 CAINTS, begin the endleſs ſong— 
8 Cry aloud in heav'nly lays, 
« Glory doth to God belong—” 
God, the glorious Saviour, praiſe! 


2 From him all ſalvation came 
Him who reigns enthron'd on high: 
„Glory to the bleeding Lamb!“ 
Let the morning ſtars reply. 
Chorus. 
Praiſe him—Hallelujah! praiſe him evermore. 


HYMN XCV. 


I E tribes of Adam, join 


With heav'n, and earth, and ſeas, 
And offer notes divine 


To your Creator's praiſe ! 
Ye holy throng 
Of angels briglit, 
In worlds of light, 
Begin the ſong. 


2 Let ev'ry creature join, 
To praiſe th' eternal God! 
Ye heav'nly hoſt the ſong begin, 
And ſound his name abroad! 


HYMN XCVI., 


1 F OUD hallelujahs to the Lord, 
E From diſtant worlds where creatures dwell; 


Let 
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Let heav'n begin the ſolemn word, 
And ſound it dreadful down to hell. 


2 The Lord! how abſolute he reigns! 
Let ev'ry angel bend the knee; 
Sing of his love in heav'nly ſtrains, 
And ſpeak how fierce his terrors be. 


3 High on a throne his glories dwell, 
An awful throne of ſhining bliſs! 
Fly through the world, O ſun, and tell 
How dark thy beams compar'd to his. 


4 Awake, ye tempeſts, and his fame 
In ſounds of dreadful praiſe declare; 
And the ſweet whiſper of his name 
Fill ev'ry gentler breeze of air. 


5 Let clouds, and winds, and waves agree, 
To join their praiſe with blazing fire ; 
Let the firm earth, and rolling ſea, 
In their eternal ſong conſpire. 
_ Chorus, 


; | | Each of his <vorks his name diſplays, 
| 
/ 


But they can ne er fulfil his praiſe. 


6 Ye flow'ry plains, proclaim his {kill ! 
Vallies, lie low before his eye! 

W | And let his praiſe from ev'ry hill, 

| | Riſe tuneful to the neighb'ring ſky ! 

| Each of his works, &C. 


5 | 7 Ye ſtubborn oaks, and ſtately pines, 
+ Bend your high branches and adore ! 
« Praiſe him, ye beaſts in diff rent ſtrains! 
| The lamb muſt bleat—the lion roar. 
8 Birds, 
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8 Birds, ye muſt make his praiſe vour theme 
Nature demands a ſong from you; 
Whilſt the dumb fiſh, that cut the ſtream, 
Leap up, and mean his praiſes too. 
Each of his works, &C. 


9 Mortal, can you refrain your tongue, 
While nature all around you {tngs? 
Oh for a ſhout from old and young! 
From humble ſwains, and lotty kings! 


o Wide as his vaſt dominion lies, 
Make the Creator's name be known; 
Loud as his thunder ſhout his praiſe, 
And ſound it lofty as his throne, 


11 JEHOVaAn! *tis a glorious word! 
Oh may it dwell on ev'ry tongue! 
But ſaints who beſt have known the Jord, 
Are bound to raiſe the nobleſt ſong, 


12 Speak of the wonders of his love, 
Which Gabriel plays on ev'ry chord! 
From all below, and all above, 
Loud hallelujahs to the Lord! 


HYMN XCVII. 


ORTHY, O Lord, art thou alone 
\ Eternal praiſes to receive! 
Immortal love ſupports thy throne, 
And by that love ev'n angels live. 


Chorus. + 
Therefore with angels and archangels, and with 
all the company of heaven, we laud and magnify thy 
| 8 | glorious 
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glorious name: evermore praiſing thee, and ſay ing, 
Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of hoſts, heaven and 
earth are full of thy glory: glory be to thee, O Lord 
moſt High. Amen. 


HYMN XC VIII. 


I OSANNA to King David's Son, 
Who reigns on a ſuperior throne ! 
We bleſs the Prince of heav'nly birth, 
Who brings ſalvation down to earth. 


2 Let ev'ry nation, ev'ry age, 
In this delightful work engage: 
Old men and babes in Sion * 
The growing glories of her King. 


HYMN XCIX. 


1 FN Thou to whom all creatures bow 
Within this earthly frame, 
Thro' all the world how great art thou! 
How glorious is thy name! 


2 In heav'n thy wondrous acts are ſung, 
Nor fully reckon'd there; | 
And yet thou mak'ſt the infant tongue 
Thy boundleſs praiſe declare. 


3 What's man, ſay I, that, Lord, thou lov'ſt 
To keep him in thy mind? 
Or what his offspring, that thou prov'ſt 
To him ſo wondrous kind? | 


| i | ' Chorus, 
7 4 To that great undivided IYrce, 
| One God whom heav'n and earth adore, 
As 
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As *twas, and is, all glory be, 
Till time itſelf ſhall be no more! 


HKYMN L. 


H come, let us join, 
In muſic divine, 
The Saviour to laud! 
"Tis right, and 'tis meet, 
It is charming, and perfectly ſweet, 


The Savieur to praiſe, our Lerd and our Cod. 


"Tis a pleaſure to ſing 

Of our cracity'd King, 

Witi courage and flame: 
The Angels that love us, 
And Seraphs above us, 

Do always the ſame. 

Hark! hark, how they ſhout 
All heav'n throughout, 

In ſounding his name! 


HYMN Cl. 


I HOU who art inthron'd above. 
Thou by whom we live and move, 

Oh how ſweet, with joytul tongue, | 

To reſound thy praiſe in ſong ! 

When the morning paints the ſkies, 

When the ſparkling ſtars ariſe, 

All tay favours to rehearſe, 

And give thanks in grateful verſe! 


2 Let the lute and harp combine 
Orzans in the chorus join— 
Solemn notes of {ſweeteſt ſound, 


Great 7ehoval,s praiſe reſound | 


G 2 From 


*} 
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From thy works our joys ariſe— 
O thou only good and wile, 
Who thy wonders can declare? 
How profound thy counſels, are ! 


1 h render thanks to God above, 


The fountain of eternal love, 
W hoſe mercy finn, thro? ages paſt, 


tas ſtood, ind ſhall for ever laſt ! 


2 Wha can his mighty deeds expreſs, 


Not only vaſt, but numberleis? 
What mortal eloquence can raiſe 
His tribute of immortal praile ! 


3 Praiſe God from whom all hleffngs flow! 


Fraiſe him, all creatures here beiow ! 
Fraiſe lim above, ye heav'nly hoſt ! 


Freiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt ! 


ETMMN-' CHI. 


2 OME, ſing the great Jehovah's praiſe, 


W koie mercy hath prolong'd our days, 
Sing with a joytul voice; 

With bended knces, and lifted eyes, 

Adcre your God with ſacrifice— 
In ſacred hymns rejoice. 


2 Great is the God of our defence— 


Tranſcending all in eminence, 
His hand the earth ſuſtains 
The depths, the lofty mountains made, 
The land and liquid plains diſplay'd, 
And curbs them with his reins. 
B 3 Oh 
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3 Oh come, before his footſtool fall! 
Our only God, who form'd us all, 
Thro' ſtorms and dangers leads: 
He is our Shepherd, we his ſheep— 
His hands from wolves and rapine keep— 
His pleaſant paſtures feed. 


HYMN CIV. 


a HE Lord of ſabbath let us praiſe, 
In concert with the bleſt, 
Who, joyful in harmonious lays, 
Employ an endleſs reſt. 


2 Thus, Lord, while we remember thee, 
We bleſt and pious grow; _ 
By hymns of praiſe we learn to be 
Triumphant here below. 


2 On this glad day a brighter ſcene 
Of glory was diſplay'd; 
By God, th” eternal word, than when 
This univerſe was made. 


4 He riſes, who mankind has bought, 
With grief and pain extreme; 
*T'was great to ſpeak the world from nouglit, 
Twas greater to redeem. 


HYMN CY, 


i RISE, ye people, clap the hand— 
_ Exalting ſtrike the chord ; 
Jet ev'ry iſle, and ev'ry land, 
Confeſs th' Almighty Lord! 


G 3 How 
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How awful kis myſterious name ! 
How high advanc'd his ſeat !. 

Who bids the nations own our claim, 
And caſts them at our feet. 


2 He to our lot a land affign'd, 

His favour'd Jacob's boaſt, 

And bleſt with gifts of various kind 
Her hcalti-iacircled coaſt ; 

Hear, while the ſhouts wide echoing round 
Th' aſcending God proclaim, 

The anſw'ring trump thro” heav'n reſound, 
And ſhake its vaulted frame. 


3 Sing to our God, in loudeſt ſtrain— 

Ferpetual praiſes ſing ! 

QO'er earth's wide bounds extends his reign— 
Oh praiſe our God and King! 

Prepare, prepare, with tuneful art, 
In one aſſembled throng, 

Your ſliares of harmony to part, 
And raiſe the heav'n-taught ſong. 


1 TMN CVI, 
OME, ye that love the Lord, 
£ C Ard let your joys be known; 
join in a fong with ſweet accord, 
While ye ſurround his throne ; 
Let thoſe reſuſe to ſing, 
Who never knew our God; 
But children of our heav'nly King 
Should ipeak their joys abroad. 


* 


2 The God that rules on high, 
That all the earth turveys— 
| Tha: 
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That rides upon the ſtormy {ky, 
And calms the roaring ſeas; 
This awful Gol is ours, 
Our Father, and our lover 
He will fend down his heav'nly pow'rs, 
To carry us above, 


3 There we ſhall ſee his face, 
And never, never ſin ; 
here, from the rivers of his grace, 
Drink endleſs pleaſures in: 
Yea, and before we riſe, 
To that immortal ſtate, 
The thoughts of ſuch amazing bliſs 


Should conſtant joys create, 


4 The men of grace have found 

Glory begun below; 

Celeſtial fruit on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow : 

Then let our ſongs abound, 

And ev'ry tear be dry : 

We're marching through Immanuel's ground, 
To fairer worlds on high. —_ 


HY MN ei. 


I EET and right it is to ſing, 
In ev'ry time and place, 

Glory to our heav'nly King, 

T':e God of truth and grace: 
Toin we, then, with ſweet accord— 
All in one thankſgiving join: 
Holy, holy, holy, Lord, 

Eternal praiſe be thine ! 


2 Thee 


80 
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2 Thee the firſt born ſons of light, 


In choral ſymphonies, 

Praiſe by x fog day without night, 
And never, never ceaſe : 

Angels with arch-angels all 

Sing thee myſtic Three in One; 
Sing, and pauſe, and gaze, and fall, 
O'erwhelm'd, before thy throne, 


Vying with that happy choir, 

Who chant thy praiſe above, 

We on eagle's wings aſpire 

The wings of faith and love: 

Thee they ſing with glory crown'd— 
We extol thee, ſlaughter'd Lamb; 
Lower if our voices ſound, 

Our ſubject is the ſame. 


HYMN CVIII. 


I d God of glorious majeſty, 


To thee, againſt myſelf to thee, 
A worm of earth I cry; 


An half-awaken'd child of man— 
An heir of endleſs bliſs, or pain— 


A ſinner born to die. 


2 Lo! on a narrow neck of land, 
Twixt two unbounded ſeas I ſtand, 


Secure, inſenſible; 


A point of time, a moment's ſpace, 
Removes me to that heav'nly place, 


Or ſhuts me up in hell. 


O God, mine inmoſt ſoul convert, 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart 


Eternal things impreſs ; 


Give 
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Give me to feel their ſolemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 
And wake to righteouſneſs. 


4 Before me place, in dread array, 
The pomp of that tremendous day, 
When thou with clouds ſhalt come, 
To judge the nations at thy bar; 
And tell me, Lord, ſhall I be there, 
To meet a joyful doom ? 


Be this my one great bus'neſs here, 

With godly diligence and fear, 
Salvation to eee 

Thine utmoſt counſel to fulfil, 

And ſuffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure. 


6 Then, Saviour, then my ſoul receive, 
Tranſported from this vale, to live 
And reign with thee above, 
Where faith is ſweetly loft in ſight, 
And hope, in full, ſupreme delight, 
And everlaſting love. 


HYMN CX. 


NO more, my God, I boaſt no more 
N Ot all the duties J have done: 
J quit the hopes I held before, 
To truft the merits of thy Son. 


2 Now, for the love JI bear his name, 
What was my gain I count my lots; 
My former pride I call my ſhame, 


And nail my glory to his croſs. 
3 Yes 
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Yes, Lord, I muſt and will eſteem 
All things but loſs, for Jeſu's ſake: 
Oh may my ſoul be found in him, 
And of his righteouſneſs partake ! 


The beſt obedience of my hands 
Dares not appear before thy throne; 
But faith can aniwer thy demands, 
By pleading what my Lord has done, 


HYMN ex. 


Thou whoſe tender mercy hears 
Contrition's humble figh— 
Whoſe hand, indulgent, wipes the tears 
From ſorrow's weeping eye 
See low before thy throne of grace 
A wretched wand'rer mourn ! 
Haſt thou not bid me ſeek thy face? 
Haſt thou not ſaid, Return? 


And ſhall my guilty fears prevail, 
To drive me from thy feet? 

Oh let not this dear refuge fail 

This only fafe retreat! 

Abſent from thee, my Guide, my Light, 
Without one cheering ray, 

Thro' dangers, fears, and gloomy night, 
How defolate my way ! 


Oh ſhine on this benighted heart! 
With beams of mercy ſhine; 

And let thy healing voice impart 
A taſte of joys Geine! 

Thy preſence only can beſtow 
Delights which never cloy : 
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Be this my ſolace here below, 
And my eternal joy! 


HYMN CXI. 


I ORD, I am vile—conceiv'd in ſin, 
And born unholy, and unclean— 
Sprung from the man whoſe guilty fall 
Corrupts his race, and taints us all. 


2 Soon as we draw our infant-breath, 
The ſeeds of fin grow up for death: 
Tliy law demands a perfect heart, 
But we're defil'd in ev'ry part. 


3 Great God, create my heart anew, 
And form my ſpirit pure and true: 
Oh make me wiſe betimes, to ſee 


My danger, and my remedy ! 


4 Behold! I fall before thy face— 
My only refuge is thy grace: 
No outward forms can make me clean— 


The leproſy lies deep within. 


5 Jeſu, my God, thy blood alone 
Hath pow'r ſufficient to atone: 
Thy blood can make me white as ſnow— 
No other thing can cleanſe me ſo. 


6 Give me from guilt a quick releaſe— 
Speak to my contrite ſpirit peace: 
Oh, let me hear thy pard'ning voice, 
And make my broken heart rejoice! 


HYMY 
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84 Hymns for Penitents. 


HYMN el. 


I TERNAL Source of joys divine, 
To thee my ſoul aſpires: 
Oh could I fay The Lord is mine,” 
Tis all my ſoul deſires, | 


2 Thy ſmile can give me real joy, 
Unmingled, and reftin'd— 
Subſtantial bliſs, without alloy, 
And laſting as the mind, 


3 Thy ſmile can gild the ſhades of woe, 
Bid ſtormy trouble ceale— 

Spread the fair dawn of heav*n. below, 
And ſorrow turn to peace. 


4 My Hope, mv Truſt, my Life, my Lord, 
Aſſure me of thy love: 
Oh ſpeak the kind tranſporting word, 
And bid mv fears remove! 


5 Then ſhall my thankful pow'rs rejoice, 
And triumph in my God, 
Till heav'nly rapture tunes my voice, 
To ſpread thy praiſe abroad. 


HYMN CxIII. 


I LMIGHTY Redeemer of all, 
Who didſt, as our Subſtitute, die, 

Upon thee for mercy we call— 
Alone on thy merits rely : 
Thou lover and friend of mankind, 
With joy we have heard of thy fame, 
Thy mercy expecting to find, 
For ever and ever the ſame. 


2 Thou 


2 


3 
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Thou didſt, when incarnate, receive 
All finners with ſorrow oppreſt; 
The penitent thou didſt relieve, 
And in thee the weary found reſt : 
With fins or infirmities pain'd, 

Thy ſuccour who bumbly implor'd, 
As many as ſought it obtain'd, 

As many as touch'd were reſtor'd. 


Invited, and urg'd to draw nigh, 
We truſt in a merciful God 

To thee, the Phyſician apply, 
And wait for a drop of thy blood: 
Thy blood all diſtempers can heal 
Its virtue, dear Saviour, impart ; 
Our pardon infallibly ſeal, 

And heaven implant in our heart, 


HYMN CXIV. 


UT of the deep I cry, 
Juſt at the point to die: 
Halit'ning'to infernal pain, 
Jeſus, Lord, I cry to thee; 
Help a feeble child of man— 
Shew forth all thy pow'r in me. 


J will not let thee go, 

Till I thy mercy know: 
Let me hear the joyful found — 
Speak, and all my crimes forgive— 
Speak, and let the loſt be found— 
Speak, and let the dying live. 


Thy blood is all my plea— 
Thy righteouſneſs my ſtay: 
H 


Mme for Penitents. 


By thy pangs, and bloody ſweat— 
By thy depth of grief unknown, 
Save me, gaſping at thy feet 
Save, oh fave thy ranſom'd one! 


4 What haſt thou done for me! 
Oh, think on Calvary / 
By thy mortal groans and ſighs, 
By thy precious death, I pray, 
Hear my dying ſpirit's cries— 
Take, oh take my fins away ! 


HYMN CXV, 


1 C(AVIOUR from ſin, from fear, and ſhame, 


For thee, with broken heart, I cry; 
My only truſt is in thy name— 
Forgive, or 1 for ever die. 


Thy name alone can be my balm, 
My ſpirit's deſp'rate ſickneſs heal: 
Thy voice alone the ſtorm can calm, 
And bid my troubled heart be ſtill. 


Out of the deep, I cry, . Undone— 

« Undone to all eternity” — 

But to thy wounds for refuge run, 
Saying, ** Have mercy, Lord, on me.“ 


4 Break, Jeſu, break the fowler's ſnare— 


Oh pluck the firebrand out of hell ! 
Snatch'd from the jaws of deep deſpair, 
The great deliv'rance let me tell. 


Oh let me know the joyful ſound 
Of peace with God, thro” fin forgiv'n! FEA 
7 


Hymns for Peuitents. 


And more than fin let grace abound, 
And make me truly meet for heav'n. 


HYMN CXVI. 


1 ESU, Redeemer, Saviour, Lord, 
The weary ſinner's Friend, | 
Pronounce the reconciling word, 
And bid my troubles end. 


2 Bound down with twice ten thouſand ties, 
Yet let me hear thy call, 
My foul in confidence ſhall riſe— 
Shall rite, and break thro? all. 


3 Deliv'rance to my ſoul proclaim, 
And life, and liberty; 
Shed forth the virtue of thy name, 
And Jeſus prove to me. 


4 Salvation in that name is found, 
Balm of my grief and care; 
A med'cine for my ev'ry wound 
All, all I want is there. 


5 What tho? I cannot break my chain, 
Or &er throw off my load ! 
The things impoſſible with men 
Are pollible with God. 


6 Thou canſt o'ercome this heart of mine 
Thou wilt victorious prove; 
For everlaſting ſtrength is thine, 
And everlaſting love. 


H 2 HYMN 
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HYMN CXVII. 


To vitit a forrowtul breaſt ! 

My burden of guilt to remove, 
And bring me aſſurancè of reſt! 
Thou only haſt pow'r to relieve 
A ſinner oppreſt with his load 
The ſenſe of acceptance to give, 
And ſprinkle with Jeſus's blood. 


7 8 holy, come heavenly Dove, 


2 Thy call if I ever have known, 
And ſigh'd from myſelf to get free, 
And groan'd the unſpeakable groan, 
And long'd to be happy in thee; 
Fulſfil the imperfect deſire 
Thy peace to my conſcience reveal 
The ſenſe of thy favour inſpire, 
And give me my pardon to feel. 


3 If when J have put thee to grief, 
And madly to folly return'd, 
Thy pity hath been my relief, 
And lifted me up, when I mourn'd; 
Moſt pitiful Spirit of grace, 
Relieve me again, and reſtore 
My ſpirit in Lollveſa raiſe, 
To fall, and to ſuffer, no more. 


4 If now I lament after God, 
And gaſp for a taſte of thy love— 
If Telos hath bought thee with blood, 
For me to receive from above; 
Come, heavenly Comforter, come ! 
True Witneſs of mercy divine, 
And make me thy permanent home, 


And ſeal me eternally thine. 
HYMN 
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HYMN CXVIIT. 


1 'AMB of God, for ſinners ſlain, 
To thee I humbly pray; 

Heal me of my grief and pain— 
Oh take my fins away ! 

From this bondage, Lord, releaſe— 

No longer let me be oppreſt— 

Dear Redeemer, ſeal my peace, 

And take me to thy breaſt. 


2 Haſt thou not invited all 

Who groan beneath their ſin? 
Weary, I obey thy call, 

And come to be made clean: 
Give my burden'd conſcience eaſe, 

Oh grant me now the promis'd reſt ! 

Dear Redeemer, ſeal my peace, 

And take me to thy breaſt. 


3 Wilt thou caſt a ſinner out 
Who ſuppliant comes to thee ? 
No, my God cannot doubt 
Thy mercy is for me: 
Let forgiveneſs, then, thro' grace, 
Be deeply on my ſoul impreſt ! 
Dear Redeemer, ſeal my peace, 
And take me to thy breaſt. 


HYMN CXxIX. 


Jeſus, the reſt 
Ol ſpirits diſtreſt, 
In whom all the children of men may be bleſt: 
The bleſſing deſign'd 
For the whole cf mankind, 
My crucity'd God, let me happily find! 
Y H 3 ** 2 O Jeſus, 
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O Jeſus, appear, 
Thy mourner to cheer — 


My grief to aſſuage, and to baniſh my fear!“ 


The pris'ner releaſe— 
Oh ſay, (Go in peace,” | 


Then my troubles aud fins in a moment ſhall ceaſe. 


That moment be now— 
The petition allow, 


My preſent Redeemer and Comforter thou! 


The freedom from ſin 
Th' atonement. bring in, 


And ſprinkle my conſcience, and bid me be clean. 


1 


12 


HYMN Cxx. 


Y burden unable to bear, 
With fin above meaſure oppreſt, 

I pour out my ſorrowful pray'r— 
{ groan for redemption and reſt : 
In hope of approaching relief, 
J call on his wonderful name, 
Whoſe pity attends to my grief, 
For ever and ever the ſame. 


He came a loſt world to redeem— 
He waits a loſt world to forgive ; 
The ſinner is welcome to him 
The dead by his dying may live: 
In mercy alone he delights, 
Unſpeakably loving and kind, 
The weary and burden'd invites 
Repoſe in his boſom. to find. 


My only reſource in deſpair, 
To Jeſus, I, therefore, will flee, FER | 
| n 
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And caſt a whole mountain of care 
On him that hath ſuffer'd for me: 
When he upon Calvary dy'd, 

The weight of my guilt he endur'd 
And lo! in his death I confide— 
And lo! by his wounds I am cur'd. 


HYMN CXXI. 


E merciful, O God, to me ! 
Thy mercy is my only plea : 
Look with compaſſion on my woes, 

And tet not judgment interpoſe. 


2 Guilty before thy face I ſtand, 
And fear thy ſin-avenging hand; 
Hell as my juſt deſert 4 own, 
But mercy pleads before thy throne. 


3 Mercy, thro? Jeſus crucify'd, 
I atk, and can I be deny'd ? 
Mercy, O God! I aſk no more— 
Thruſt not my ſoul from mercy's door. 


4 O God, in thee alone I truſt, 
Who art as merciful as juſt : 
Tho? juſtice may thy vengeance claim, 
Yet mercy is in Jeſu's name. 


s Give, then, my troubled ſpirit reſt— 
With pard'ning mercy make me bleſt: 
Behold I faint beneath thy frown— 

Send, ſend. the cheering cordial down. 
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HYMN CXXII, 


1 IF, Lord, the Witneſs were in me, 
- Would he not teſtify of thee, 
In Jeſus reconcil'd ? 
; And ſhould I not with faith draw nigh ? 
x And boldly, Abba, Father, cry, 
| I know myſelf thy child. 


2 Ah! never ſuffer me to reſt, 
Till of my part in Chriſt poſleſt, 
I on thy mercy feed; | 
Unworthy of the crumbs that fall, 
Yet rais'd by him who dy'd for all, 
To eat the Children's bread. 


3 Oh may I caſt my rags aſide! 
My wy rags of virtuous pride, 
And for acceptance groan ! | 
My works of righteouſneſs diſclaim, 
With all I have, with all Jam, | 
And truſt in grace alone! 


4 Whate'er obſtructs thy pard'ning love, 
Or ſin, or righteouſneſs, remove, 
And thy tree grace difplay : 
My heart of unbelief convince, | 
And now abſolve me from my ſins, 
And take them all away. 


" UH YMMN _ CXXIIT, 


1 QAVIOUR, Prince of Tfrael*s race, 

| See me from thy lofty throne— 
Give the ſweet relenting grace— 
Soften this obdurate ſtone; 


Stone 
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Stone to fleſh, O God, convert— 
Caſt a look, and break my heart, 


By thy Spirit, Lord, reprove— 
All mine inmoſt fins reveal— 
Sins againſt thy light and love 

Let me fee, and let me feel— 
Sins that crucify'd my God— 
Spilt atreſh thy precious blood. 


Jeſu, ſeek thy wand'ring ſheep— 

Make me reſtleſs to return; 

Bid me look on thee, and weep— 
Bitterly as Peter mourn; 

Till I fay (by grace reſtor'd) . 

© Now * know'ſt, I love tee, Lord.“ 


Might I in thy fight appear 

As the publican diſtreſt! 

Stand, not daring to draw near ! 
Smite on my unworthy breaſt ! 
Groan the ſinner's only plea, 
„God, be merciful to me.“ 


Oh! remember me for good! 
Let me hear thy pard'ning voice! 
Sprinkle me with Jeſu's blood— 
Bid my troubled heart rejoice ! 
Give my gaſping foul to ice 
Jeſus crucity'd tor me! 


HYMN CXXIV. 


RISE, my ſoul, ariſe— 
Shake off thy guilty tears; 
The bleeding Sacrifice | 


In my behalf appears! | 
Before 
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For Believers, when firſt juſtified. 


Before the throne my Surety ſtands — 
My name is written on his hands. 


2 He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede; 
His all- redeeming love, 
His precious blood to plead: 
His desk aton'd for all our race, 
And ſprinkles now the throne of grace. 


3 Five bleeding wounds he bears, 
Receiv'd on Catvary ; 
They pour effectual pray'rs— 
They ſtrongly ſpeak for me: 
« Forgive him, oh forgive (they cry) 


„ Nor let that ranſom'd ſinner die!“ 


4 The Father hears him pray— 
Well-pleas'd, beholds lis Son; 
Then takes my ſins away, 

For what the Lamb hes done: 
His Spirit anſwers to the blood, 
And tells me, I am born of God. 


5 My God is reconcil'd 
His pard'ning voice I hear; 
He owns me for his child 
I can no longer fear: 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And, Father, Abba, Father,” cry. 


ESU, thou art my righteouſneſs, 
For, all my ſins were thine; 


Thy death hath bought of God my peace, 


Thy life hath made him mine, 


2 Holy, 


For Believers, when ft jaſt iſicil. 


2 Holy, and juſt in thee I am 
I feel my fins forgiv'n— 
J taſte ſalvation in thy name, 
And antedate my heav'n. 


3 For ever here my reſt ſhall be 
Cloſe to thy bleeding fide : 
This all my hope, and all my plea, 
For me the Saviour dy'd. 


4 My dying Saviour, and my God, 
Fountain for guilt and in, 
Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanſe, and keep me clean. 


5s Waſh me, and ſeal me thus thine own— 


Waſh me in ev'ry part 
Waſh me, but not my feet alone, 
My hands, my head, my heart. 


6 Th' atonement of thy blood apply, 
Till faith ro fight improve— 
Till hope ſhall in fruition die, 


And all my ſoul be love. 


HYMN CXXVI. 


I AIN, delufive world, adieu, 
With all of creature good ! 
Only Jeſus I purſue, 
Who bought me with his blood: 
All thy * I forego — 
I trample on thy wealth and pride: 
Only Jeſus will I know— 
My Jeſus cructfy'd, 


95 


2 Other 
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2 Other knowledge I diſdain— 
"Tis all but vanity: 
Chriſt, the Lamb of God, was ſlain— 
He taſted death for me: 
Me to ſave from endleſs woe, 
The ſin- atoning victim dy'd; 
Only Jeſus will I know— 
My Jeſus crucify'd. 


3 Him to know is life and peace, 
And pleaſure without end: 
This is all my happineſs 
On Jeſus to depend— 
Daily in his grace to grow, 
And ever in his faith abide : 
Only Jeſus will I know 
My Jeſus crucify'd. 
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4 What tho' earth and hell engage 
To ſhake my ſoul with fear! 
Calmly I defy the rage 
: Of perſecution near: 
. Suff'ring faith ſhall brighter glow, 
* As gold when in the furnace try'd: 
Only Jeſus will I know— 
My Jeſus crucify'd. 
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5 Here will I ſet up my reſt— 
My fluCtuating heart, 
From the haven of his breaſt, 
Shall never more depart : 
While I ſojourn here below, 
Of nothing will I think beſide; 
Only Jeſus will I Know 
My Jeſus crucify'd. 
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Fir Believers, when firft juſtified. 97 
HYMN cxxVII. 


I Wo I ſurvey the wondrous croſs 
On which the Prince of glory dy'd, 

My richeſt gain I count but loſs, | 
And pour contempt on all ny pride. 
Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt 
Save in the death of Chriſt, my God! 
All the vain things that . me moſt, 
J ſacrifice them to his blood, 


2 Ses from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down! 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet? 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown ? 
Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall: 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 


Demands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


HYMN CXXVII. 


1 pole to pole let others roam, 
And ſearch i vain for bliſs, 
ſoul is ſatisfy d at home 
he Lord my portion is. 


2 Jeſus, who, on his glorious throne, 
Rules heav'n, and earth, and ſea, 
Is pleas'd to claim me for his own, 
And give himſelf for me. 


; His perſon fixes all my love 
His blood removes my fear; 
And while he pleads for me above, 


His arm preſerves me here. 
4 His 


98 For Believert, when firſt juſtified. 


4 His word of promiſe is my food— 
His Spirit is my guide: 

Thus daly is my —_ renew'd, 

And all my wants ſupply d. 


5 For him I count as gain each loſs— 
Diſgrace for him renown : 
Well may I glory in his croſs, 
Which leads me to a crown. 


6 Let worldlings then indulge their boaſt, 
How much they gain or ſpend : 
Their joys muſt ſoon give up the ghoſt, 
But mine ſhall know no end. | 


HYMN CXXIX., 


I Ns. I have found the ground wherein 
h 


Sure my ſoul's anchor may remain 
e wounds of Jeſus, for my fin, 
Before the world's foundation, ſlain, 
Whoſe Mercy ſhall unſhaken ſtay, 
When heav'n and earth ſhall flee away, 


2 Jeſu, thine everlaſting grace 
Our ſcanty thought furpaſles far; 
Thy heart ſtill melts with tenderneſs — 
Thy arms of love ſtill open are, 
Returning ſinners to receive, 


That Mercy they may taſte, and live. 


3 O Love, thou bottomleſs abyſs, 
My fins are ſwallow'd up in thee— 
Cover'd is my untighteouſneſs, 
Nor ſpot of guilt remains on me; 
While Jeſu's blood, thro? earth and ſkies, 
Mercy, free, boundleſs mercy cries. 


4 With 


For Belicvers, when firſt juſtified. 99 


4 With faith I plunge me in this Sea— 
Here is my hope, my joy, my reſt; 
Hither, when hell aſſails, I lee— 

I look into my Saviour's breaſt— 
Away, ſad doubt, and anxious fear! 
Mercy is all that's written there. 


5 Tho? waves and ſtorms go o'er my head 
Tho' ſtrength, and health, and friends be gone 
Tho? joys be wither'd all and dead, 
And ev'ry comfort be withdrawn 
On this my ſtedfaſt ſoul relies, 
Jeſu, thy mercy never dies. 


6 Fix'd on this ground will I remain, 
Tho' my heart fail, and fleſh decay, 
This anchor ſhall my ſoul ſuſtain, 

W hen earth's foundations melt away : 
Mercy's full pow'r I then ſhall prove, 
Lovd with an everlaſting love. 


HYMN CXXX, 


1 JESU, thou everlaſting King, 
Accept the tribute which we bring 
Accept thy well-deſerv'd renown, 
And wear our praiſes as thy crown. 


2 Let ev'ry act of worſhip be 

Like our eſpouſals unto thee— 

Like the bleſt hour, when, from above, 
We firſt receiv'd thy pledge of love. 


3 The gladneſs of that happy day, 
Oh may it ever, ever ſtay | 
Nor let our faith forſake its held, 
Our hope decline, ww love grow cold ! 


2 4 Mav 


oo For Believers, when fiſt juſtified. 


4 May ev'ry minute, as it flies, 
Increaſe thy A till we ſhall riſe, | 
With heav'nly choirs, to laud thy name, 
And ſhout the glories of the Lamb. : 


HYMN cxxxr. 


HOU art my portion, O my God; 
Soon as J 1 thy way, as. > 
My heart makes haſte t' obey thy word, 
And ſuffers no delay. 


2 I chooſe the path of heav'nly truth, 
And glory in my choice; 
Not all the riches of the earth 
Could make me ſo rejoice. 


3 The ks of thy grace, 
I fet before my eyes: 
Thence I derive my daily ſtrength, 
And there my comfort hes. 


4 If once I wander from thy path, 7 
I think upon my ways; . 1 
Then turn my feet to thy commands, 
And truſt thy pard'ning grace. 


5 Now I am thine, for ever thine, Ta, 

Oh fave thy ſervant, Lord ! | 

Thou art my ſhield, my hiding-place— | 
My hope is in thy word. | 


6 Thou haſt inctin'd this heart of mine, 
Thy ſtatuies to fulfil : 
And thus till mortal life ſhall end, 
Would I perform thy wall. 
HYMN 
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HYMN CXxxXxxII. 


Theſe thanks unfeign'd, theſe vows receive; 
on, who, when bath'd in tears I lay, 
Didſt hear my cries, and quick relieve. 
Chorus, Great God from all eternity, 
Oh may our pray'rs aſcend to thee ! 


I A LMIGHTY Lord, moſt merciful, 
h 


2 Plung'd deep in woe, of hope bereft, 
Deſtruction threaten'd me around; 
Remorſe was mine, and black deſpair, 
And I no ray of comfort found. 
Great God, &c. 


3 For ever, Oh recorded be 
The moment, when thy grace beſtow'd, 
Thro' Chriſt, the ſight of pard'ning love, 
And led me to this bleſt abode. 
Great God, &c. 


4 Since treading virtue's ſacred paths 
Alone ſecures the mind's content, 
May the remainder of my days, 
In ſerving thee be always ſpent. 
Chorus, Great God from all eternity, 
Oh may our pray'rs aſcend to thee. 


HYMN CXXXAIIL, 


[ WAY, my unbelievir 7 fear ! 
Fear ſliail in me no more take place 
My Saviour doth not yet apfbear 
He hides he brightnels of his face: 
But ſhall I, therefore, let him go, 


And baſely to the Tempter yield? 
I 3 No— 


* —_— * «+. - ” * 
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No—in the ſtrength of Jeſus, no— 
I never will give up my ſhield. 


2 Altho' the vine its fruit deny 


Altho' the olive yield no oil, 

The with'ring fig- tree droop and die 
The field illude the tiller's toil— 

The empty ſtall no herd afford, 

Aud periſh all the bleating race, 

Yet will I triumph in the Lord 

The God of my ſalvation praiſe. 


3 Barren altho? my ſoul remain, 


And ſcarce one bud of grace appear— 
But little fruit of all ads, Hi 
And ſin alone ſeem ſpringing here— 
Altho' my gifts and comforts loſt, 

My blooming hopes cut off I ſee, 

Yet will F in my Saviour truſt, 

And glory that he dy'd for me. 


In hope believing againſt hope, 

Jeſus my Lord and God I claim; 
Teſus, my Strength, ſhall lift me up 
Salvation is in Jeſu's name: 

To me he ſoon ſhall bring it nigh— 
My ſoul ſhall then outſtrip the wind, 
On wings of love mount-up on high, 


And leave the world, and fin behind. 


UY MN CXXXIV. 


1 O' troubles aſſail, 
1 And dangers affright, 
Tho' friends ſhould all fail, 
And foes all unite, 


Yet one thing ſecures us, 
Whatever betide, 

The ſcripture aſſures us, 
The Lord will provide. 


2 The birds without barn 
Or ſtore-houſe are fed, 
From them let us learn 
To truſt for our bread ; 

His ſaints what is fitting 
Shall ne'er be deny'd, 

So long as 'tis written, 
The Lord will provide. 


We may, like the ſhips, 

By tempeſts be toſt, 

On perilous deeps, 

But ſhall not be loſt: 
Tho' Satan enrages | 

The wind and the tide, 
The promiſe engages, 

The Lord will provide. 


His call we obey, 
y Like Abra'm of old; 
Not knowing our way, 
But faith makes us bold : 
For tho? we are ſtrangers, 
We have a good Guide, 
And truſt, in all dangers, 
The Lord will provide. 


5s When Satan appears 

To ſtop up our path, 
And fill us with fears, 
We triumph by faith: 
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He cannot take from us 
(Tho' oft he has try'd) 

This heart-cheering promiſe, 
The Lord will provide. 


6 He tells us “we're weak 
Our hope is in vain— 
The good that we ſeek 
We ne'er ſhall obtain—” 
But when ſuch ſuggeſtions 
Our ſpirits have ply'd, 
This anſwers all queſtions, 
The Lord will provide. 


No ſtrength of our own, 

Or goodneſs we claim, 
Yet ſince we have known, 
The Saviour's great name, 

In this our ſtrong tower 

For ſafety we ide — 

The Lord 1s our power— 
The Lord will provide. 


8 When life ſinks apace, 
And Death is in view, 
This word of his grace 
Shall comfort us through: 

No fearing or doubting, 
With Chriſt on our ſide, 

We hope to die ſhouting, 
The Lord will provide. 


7 82 my ſoul ! Behold the prize 
The Saviour's love provides! 
| | | Eterna] 


For Believers, truſting in God. 105 


Eternal life beyond the ſkies 
For all whom here he guides. 


2 The wicked ceaſe from troubling there— 
The weary are at reſt— 1 
Sorrow, and fin, and pain, and care 1 

No more approach the bleſt. | | 

3 A wicked world, and wicked heart, 
With Satan now are join'd; | 4 
Each acts a too facceſsful part, | | 
In harraſſing my mind 1 


4 In conflict with this threefold troop, 
How weary, Lord, am I' 
Did not thy promiſe bear me up, 
My ſoul muſt faint and die. 


5 But fighting in my Saviour's ſtrength, 
(Tho' niohty are mv foes) | 
I ſhall a Conq'ror be at length, 
O'er all that can oppoſe. 


6 Then why, my-ſouh, complain or fear? 
The crown of glory ſee ! 
The more I toil and ſuffer here, 
The ſweeter reſt will be. 


HYMN CXXXVI. ; 
1 G moves in a myſterious way, 


His wonders to perform; 
He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm. 


2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
; Of never-failing ſkill, 
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He treaſures up his wiſe deſigns, 
And works his ſov'reign will. 


3. Ye fearful ſaints, freſh courage take 
The clouds ye ſo much dread, 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
In bleſſings on your head. 


4 Judge not the Lord by feeble. fenſe, 
But truſt him for his grace: 
Behind a frowning Providence, 
He hides a Far: e, face. 


5 His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry hour— _ 
The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But ſweet will be the flow'r. 


6 Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain: 
God is his on Int 
And hie will make it plain. 


HYMN CXXXYH. 


1 CINCE to Jeſus for relief 
My ſoul now flies by pray'r, 
Why ſhould I give way to grief, 
Or heart-conſuming care? 
Are not all things in his hand? 
Has he not his promiſe paſt ? 
Will he then regardleſs ſtand, 
And let me die at laſt ? 


2- While I know his Providence 
Diipoles each event, 


Shall 
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Shall I judge by feeble ſenſe, 
And yield to diſcontent * 

If he worms and ſparrows feeds 

Cloathes the lillies of the field— 

To his own dear Children's needs 
Supplies he'll ſurely yield, 


3 If he ſhed his precious blood, 
To bring me to his fold, 
Can I think that meaner good 
He ever will withhold 
Satan, vain is thy device! 
Here my hope reſts well aſſur d 
In that great redemption- price, 
I ſee the whole ſecur'd. 


HYMN CXXXVIII. 


I HEN I can read my title clear 
To manſions in the ſkies, 
I bid farewell to ev'ry fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 


2 Should earth againſt my ſoul engage, 
And hellith darts be hurl'd, 
Then I can ſmile at Satan's rage, 
And face a frowning world. 


3 Let ſtorms of perſecution blow, 
And let temptations corne, 
So I may to my Saviour go, 
And reach my heav'nly home. 


4 There I ſhall bathe my weary foul, 
In ſeas of endleſs reſt, 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Acroſs my peaceful breaſt. 
HYMN 


*. 
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EAD of the Church ropa, 
We joyfully adore thee ! 
Till thou appear, 
Thy members here, 
Shall ſing like thoſe in glory. 
Me lift our hearts and voices, 
With bleſt anticipation; 
And cry aloud, 
And give to God, 
The praiſe of our ſalvation, 


Tho' in affliftion's furnace, 
We ſtill thy love admire; 
For, it 1s thus 
Thou purgeſt us, 
By thy refining fire. 
Wie clap our hands, exulting 
In thine almighty favour— 
The love divine, 
Which made us thine, 
Shall keep us thine for ever. 


Thou doſt conduct thy people 
Thro' torrents of temptation; 
Nor will we fear, 
While thou art near, 
The fire of tribulation. 
The world, with ſin and Satan, 
In vain our march oppoſes; 
By thee we flall 
Break thro? them all, 
And fing the ſong of Moſes. 


4 By faith we ſee the glor 
To which thou ſhalt reſtore us 
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The world deſpiſe, 

For that high prize, 
Which thou haſt ſet before ns, 
And if thou count us worthy, 
We all, like dying Stephen, 

Shall fee thee ſtand, 

At God's right hand, 

To take us up to heaven. 


HYMN CXL, 


I HILE ſome round folly's circle roll, 
And feed on joys which hurt the ſoul, 
Be ours that ſilent calm repaſt 
A peaceful conſcience to the laſt ! 


2 With this companion in the ſhade, 
Our ſouls no more ſhall be diſmay'd; 
We ſhall defy the midnight gloom, 
And the pale monarch of the tomb. 


3 Tho' heav'n afflict, we'll not complain; 
The nobleſt comforts ſtill remain 
Comforts that ſhall o'er death prevail, 
And journey with us thro” the vale. 


4 Amidſt the various ſcenes of ills, 
Each ſtroke ſonie kind deſign fulfils; 
And ſhall we murmur at our God, 
When ſecret love directs the rod ? 


5 His hand ſhall ſmooth our rugged way, 
And lead us to the realms of day— 
To milder ſkies and brighter plains, 
Where everlaſting pleaſure reigns. 


K HYMN 
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HYMN CXLI, 


WAY with our ſorrow and fear ! 
We ſoon ſhall recover our home— 
"The city of ſaints ſhall appear 
The day of eternity come! 
From earth we ſhall quickly remove, 
And mount to our native abode— 
The houſe of our Father above 


The palace of angels and God. 


Our mourning ſhall be at an end, 16 
When, rais'd by the lite-giving word, 

We ſee the new city deſcend, 

Adorn'd as a bride for her Lord: 

Our Saviour ſhall welcome us in— 

No ſorrow hall breathe in the air 

No gloom of affliction or ſin 

No ſhadow of evil be there. 


HYMN CXLIL 


"THE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ap Au al care; 


His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye: 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 

Or on the thirſty mountain pant, 

To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 

My weary, wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers ſoft and flow, 


Amid the verdant landſcape flow. 


3 Tho! 


2 A ſtranger in the world below, 
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3 Tho' in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, 

My ſtedfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 

For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill; 
Thy ſriendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me thro? the dreadful ſhade. 


— —— — 


4 Tho' in a bare and rugged way, , 
Thro' devious lonely wiles I ſtray, 

Thy bounty ſhall my pains beguile; i 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, : 
And ſtreams murmur all around. 


HYMN CXxLIII. 


O vanity and earthly pride, 
T How ſhort a date is giv'n! 
The firmeſt rock that ſhall abide, 

Is, confidence in Heav'n. 


HYMN CXLIV, 


I J% happy ev'ry child of grace, 

I Who knows his fins forgiv'n! 
his earth (he cries) is not my place, 

I ſeek my place in heav'n— 

To that Jeruſalem above, 
With finging, I repair; 

Tho' in the fleſh, my hope, and love, 
My heart and ſoul are there. 


I calmly ſojourn here, 
Nor can its happineſs or woe 
Excite my hope or fear ; 
K 2 Its 
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Its evils in a moment end 

Its joys as ſoon are paſt; 
But, oh! the bliſs to which I tend 
Eternally ſhall laſt! 


| 3 What is there here to court my ſtay 

1 To hold me back from home, 
1 While Is beckon me away, 

| | And Tekus bids me come? 

Oh, would he all his grace beſtow, 

And this frail veſſel break, 
| ] And let my ranſom'd ſpirit go, 
To find the God I ſeek ! 


HYMN CXLV. 


| | I Precious Lamb, for finners ſlain, 
| | () Redemption we have found in thee, 
Help us to raiſe each grateful ſtrain— ' 
To lift the voice of melody: 
eſus God, thou art our Lord 
hee we praiſe, with one accord! 
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2 But when ſhall we this fleſh reſign, 
And from this vale of tears remove? 
Welong to be for ever thine, 

And to be ſwallow'd up in love 
Diſembody'd, loud to ſing, 
Jeſus is our conq'ring King!“ 


| 3 With holy Saints and Cherubims, 

{| | | When at thy footſtool ſhall we fall, 

Wm: And laud thy name in joyful hymas, 
| 


\i4 Reſounding, God is all in all! 
18 Hallelujah to the Lamb! 
1 „Glory to the great I Am!“ 


HYMN 
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HYMN CXLVYI. 


I ITAL ſpark of heav'nly flame, 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame ! 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 
Ceaſe, Fad nature, ceaſe thy {trife, 
And let me languith into lite. 


2 Hark! they whiſper—angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away. 
What 1s this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my ſenſes —ſhuts my ſight 
Drowns my ſpirits—draws my breath 
Tell me, my ſoul, can this be death? 


3 The world recedes—it difappears— 
Heav'n opens on my eyes—my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 

Lend, lend your — mount —I fly 
O grave, where is thy victory! 
O death, where is thy ſting! 


HYMN CXLVII. 


I \ FT AIN are our fancy's airy flights, 
If faith be cold and Git 
None but a living faith unites 
To Chriſt, the living Head. 


2 True faith will pry the heart— 
True faith ſtill works by love; 
It bids all ſinful joys depart, 
And lifts the thoughts above. 


3 It overcomes fin, earth, and hell, 
By a celeſtial pow'r: 
K 3 This 
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This is the grace that ſhall prevail 
In the deciſive hour. 


4 Faith muſt obey the Father's will, 
As well as truſt his grace: 
A pard'ning God is jealous till 
or his own holineſs. 


5 When from paſt guilt he ſets us free, 
He makes us pure within ; 
Nor would he ſend his Son to be 
The miniſter of fin. | F 


6 Let me, then, Lord, that faith obtain 
Which ſpeaks my ſins forgiv'n, 
Which makes my evil nature clean, 
And fits me thus for heav'n. 


HYMN CxLVIII. 


I APPY the man, and he alone, 
Who truly calls the Lord his own ! 
Who knows, who feels his ſins forgiv'n, 


And fees his title good for heav'n. 


2 May 1 chat happy perſon be, 
And have eternal life in thee 
Obtain ſalvation thro* the Lamb, 


And glory only in his name! 


3 Dear Lord, impute no ſin to me, 
But pardon mine iniquity : 
Anoint mine head with holy oil, 


And cleanſe my heart from ſecret guile. 
4 My 
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4 My footiſh luſts and paſſions flay— 
My darling idols take away: 
Extinguiſh all unchaſte defires— 
Inflame my heart with heav'nly fires. 


5s Now ſend thy gracious Spirit down, 
To ſanctify and ſeal thine own: 
Lord, take my ſoul into thine hand, 
And make me bow to thy command. 


6 My heart, alas! 1s ſtill unclean! 
Oh waſh me free from ev'ry ſtain ! 
Let freſh ſupplies of grace be giv'n, 
Till I am pure, and meet for heav'n. 


HYMN CXLIX. 


1 ESU, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
Great builder of thy Church below, 
If now thy Spirit moves my breaſt, 
Hear and fulfil thine own requeſt. 


2 The few that truly call thee Lord, 
And wait thy ſanctifying word 

That wiſh to live to thee alone, 

Oh ſtamp, and ſeal them for thine own, 


3 Oh let them all thy mind expreſs, 
Stand forth thy choſen witneſſes— 
Thy pow'r unto falvation ſnew, 
And perfect holineſs below 

4 In them let all mankind behold a 

How Chriſtians liv'd in days of old, 
Mighty their envious foes to move, 
A proverb of reproach—and love. 

5 From 
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From every ſinful wrinkle free, 
Redeem'd from all iniquity, 
The fellowſhip of ſaints make known, 
And oh! my God, let me be one! 


- HYMN Ci. 


1 F NOME, mighty Saviour, from above 
Let fleſhly nature yield to grace! 
Empty my heart of eartlily love, 
And for thyſelf prepare the place. 


2 Oh, let thy ſacred preſence fill, 
And ſet my longing ſpirit free, | 
Which pants to have no other will, 
But ſtill to move and live in thee ! 


3 While in this wilderneſs below, | 
The way to heav'n would I-purſue, 
And bid this world of noiſe and ſhiow, 
With all its glitt'ring ſnares, adieu. 


4 That lowly path I fain would:ſegk, 
In which my Saviour's foatfteps:ſhine, 
And of his — only ſpeak, 
Endur'd for this poor ſoul of mine. 


5 Henceforth may no prophane delight 
Divide my conſecrated ſoul! 
Poſſeſs it thou, who haſt the right, 
As Lord and Maſter of the whole. 


6 Nothing on earth would I deſire, 
But thy pure love within my breaſt: 
This, only this would I require, 
And freely give up all the reſt. 


HYMN 
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I ORD, fill me with an humble fear— 
My utter helpleſſneſs reveal; 

Satan and fin are always near, 

Thee may I always nearer feel. 


2 Oh that to thee my conſtant mind 
Might, with an even flame, aſpire! 
Pride in its earlieſt motions find, 
And mark the riſings of defire! 


3 Oh that my tender ſoul might fly 
The firſt abhorr'd approach of ill! 
Quick as the apple of an eye, 
The ſlighteſt touch of {in to feel! 


4 Till thou anew my ſoul create, 

Still may 1 ſtrive, and watch, and pray, 
Humbly and confidently wait, 

And long to ſee the perfect day. 


Correct whate'er thou ſeeſt amiſs — 
Still lead me on from grace to grace, 
And make me as my Saviour is, 
Till Jam meet to ſee thy face. 


HYMN CLII, 


I H for an heart to praiſe my God 
An heart from fin ſet free 
An heart that always feels thy blood, 
So freely ſpilt for me! 


2 An heart reſign'd, ſubmiſſive meek, 
My great Redeemer's throne 
| Where 


„ 
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Where only Chriſt is heard to fpeak— 
Where jeſus reigns alone ! 


3 Oh fora lowly, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean! 
Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within. 


4 My heart, thou know'ſt can never reſt 


Till thou create my peace 
Till of my Eden repolieſt, 
From ev'ry ſin I ceaſe. 


5 Thy nature, therefore, Lord, impart— 
Come quickly irom above; 
And with thy fulneſs fill my heart, 
With light, and lite, and love. 


HYMN CLIII, 


I OST holy, holy, holy Lord, 
I would be as thou art; 


Oh, ſpeak the all-commanding word, 
And make me pure in heart! 


2 A foul, polluted lep er, I 
Cry out, Unclean—unclean !” 
But did not Jeſus bleed and die, 


To waſh out every ſtain? 


3 Is not his blood a fountain, where 
My filthy ſpotted ſoul 
May bathe itſelf, and be made fair, 
And altogether whole ? 


4 I come, then, to this open flood, 
To plunge myſelf therein; 


Believing 
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Believing that his precious blood 
Can cleanſe me from all fin, 


5 What tho' my fins as ſcarlet are— 
Of deepeſt crimſon- die! 
With whiteſt wool they ſhall compare— 
With ſnow unſully'd vie. 


6 Thy promiſe, Lord, can never fail— 
It ſhall accompliſh'd be; 
O'er nature, then, let grace prevail, 
Till I am all like thee ! 


HYMN CLIV. 


I HE rocks can rend—the earth can quake— 
The ſeas can roar—the mountains ſhake— 
Ot feeling all things ſhew ſome ſign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 


2 To hear the ſorrows thou haſt felt, 
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt ; 
But I can read each moving line, 

And nothing moves this heart of mine. 


3 Thy judgments too unmov'd I hear 
Judgments which even Devils fear: 
Mercy and wrath in vain combine, 


To {tir this ſtupid heart of mine. 


4 Jeſu, to thee I humbly pray, 
Oh take th' obdurate ſtone away! 
Diſſolve, with beams of love divine, 
This frozen, ſtubborn heart of mine. 


5 With ſtreams of tears my eyes refreſh— 
Oh give me now an heart of fleſh ! 
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From all my filth and droſs refine, 
And melt, and change this heart of mine. 


HYMN CLV. 


ATHER, to thee J lift my eyes, 
My longing eyes, and reſtleſs heart; 
Fain would I from my ſleep ariſe, 
And taſte afreſh how good thou art ! 


Give me the grace I humbly claim— 


The ſaving pow'r of Jeſu's name. 


From my dull ſoul the flumbers ſhake— 
Warn'd by thy Spirit's inward call, 

Let me to righteouſneſs awake, 

And pray that I no more may fall, 

Or give to fin or Satan place, 

But walk in all thy righteous ways. 


Almighty Lord, thy ſervant guard, 
Gainſt ev'ry known or ſecret foe ; 
A mind for all aſſaults prepar'd— 

A ſober wachful mind beſtow, 

Ever appriz'd of danger nigh, 

And when to fight, and when to fly, 


4 Oh, never ſuffer me to ſleep 


Secure within the verge of hell! 

But ſtill my wakeful ſpirit keep 

In lowly awe, and loving zeal; 

And bleſs me with a godly fear, 

To keep my conſcience always clear. 


5 Attended by a filial dread, 


And wiſe from evil to depart, 


Let 
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Let me from ſtrength to ſtrength proceed, 
And riſe to purity of heart 

Thro' all the paths of duty move, 

And grow in faith, and hope, and love. 


HYMN CLVI. 


I ORD, fix a principle within 
Of jealous godly fear— 
A ſenſibility of ſin 
A pain to feel it near. 


2 That I from thee no more may part— 
No more thy Spirit grieve, 
The filial awe, the fleſſiy heart, 
The tender conſcience give. 


3 Quick as the apple of an eye, 
od, my conſcience make : 
Awake my foul when fin is nigh, 
And keep it {till awake. | 


4 If to the right or left I ſtray, 
That moment, Lord, reprove ; 
And bring me back to the right way, 
From whence I dar'd to move. 


5 Oh, may the leaſt omiſſion pain 
My well. inſtructed ſoul ! 
And drive me to the blood again 
Which makes the wounded whole ! 


HYMN CLVII. 


J OME all who love the ſlaughter'd Lamb, 
'S And glory in his croſs, 
L 


Still 
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Still for the ſake of his dear name, 
Count all things dung and droſs. 


2 Shrink not from drinking of the cup 
Our Saviour drank betore : 
But fill we his afflictions up, 
And triumph in his pow'r. 


3 He takes his ſuff ring people's part, 
And ſheds his love abroad, 
And witneſſes with ev'ry heart 
That we are Sons of God. 


4 Then let us all our burden bear— 
To Chriſt our ſouls commend ; 
Joyful his lot on earth to ſhare, 
And patient to the end, 


5 „Be faithful unto death (he cries) 
And I the crown will give.” 
& Amen (= child of God replies) 
We die, with thee to live.” 


HYMN CLVIII. 


x EJOICE, ye happy ſaints, 
R Who only Jeſus know, 
Whom vice or folly paints 
As monſters here below — 

Rejoice in the divine applauſe— 

| he honour from above, 

And glory in your Maſter's croſs, 
And triumph in his love. 


2 Ye wile, and pious few, 
Whoſe name the world blaſpheme, 


And 
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And therefore know not yor, 
Becauſe they know not him, 
Waiting to wear a ſtarry crown, 
To all their agg bent, 
And let them ſpurn and tread you down, 
As clay, beneath their feet. 


3 Dis thus ye learn to be 
True follow'rs of the Lamb, 
Who dy'd upon the tree, 
Regardleſs of the ſhame : 
With patient thankfulneſs receive 
The ſcandal of the croſs— 
The grace not only to believe, 
But ſuffer for his cauſe. 


4 By fools accounted mad, 
Of his reproach poſleſt, 
He bids your hearts be glad— 
Your Lord declares you bleſt: 
Exult in your deſpis'd eſtate— 
Enjoy the token giv'n; 
For, oh, beyond conception, great 
Is your reward in heav'n ! 


HYMN CLIX, 


: CAVIOUR of all, what haſt thou done? 
[wy mow haſt thou ſuffer'd on the tree ? 

y didſt thou groan thy mortal groan 
Obedient unto n for Au 188 8 
The myſt'ry of thy paſſion ſhew— 

The end of all thy griefs below. 


L 2 2 Thy 


0 | 
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2 Thy ſoul, for ſin an off ring made, 
Hath clear'd this guilty ſoul of mine ; 
'Thou haſt for me a ranſom paid, 

To ſatisfy the wrath divine 
To cleanſe from all iniquity, | 
And make the ſinner pure, like thee. 


3 Pardon, and grace, and heav'n to buy, 
The bleeding Lamb of God expir'd: 
But didſt thou not my pattern die, 
That, by thy glorious ſpirit fird, 
Faithful to death I might endure, 

And make the crown by fuff*ring ſure ? 


4 Thou didſt the meek example leave, 
That I might in thy footſteps tread— _ 
Might, like the Man of Sorrows, grieve, 
And groan, and bow with thee my head— 
Thy dying in my body bear, 

And all thy ſtate of ſuff*ring ſhare. 


5 Thy ev'ry perfect ſervant, Lord, 
Shall perfect as his Maſter be 
To all thy inward life reſtor'd, 
And outwardly conform'd to thee : 
Then, from the grave the ſaint ſhall riſe, 
And gain the glorious heav*nly prize. 


6 This is the ſtrait and royal way 
That leads unto the courts above: 
Here, therefore, let me ever ſtay, 
Till, on the wings of perfect love, 
I take my laſt triumphant flight 
From Calvary's to Son's height. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CLX, 


I OME on, my partners in diſtreſs, 
My comrades thro' the wilderneſs, 
Who ſtill your bodies feel : 
Awhile forget your griefs and fears, 
And look beyond this vale of tears, 
To Sion's holy hill. 


2 Beyond the bounds of time and ſpace, 
Look forward to that heav'nly place— 
The ſaints? ſecure abode ; 
On faith's ſtrong eagle pinions riſe, 
And force your paſlage to the ſkies, 
And ſcale the mount of God. 


3 Who fuffer with our Maſter here 
We ſhall before his face appear, 
And by his fide fit down: . 
To patient faith the prize is ſure, 
And all who to the end endure 
The croſs, ſhall wear the crown. 


4 Thrice bleſſed bliſs! inſpiring hope! 
It lifts the fainting ſpirits up— 
It brings to life the dead: 
Our conflicts here ſhall ſoon be paſt, 
And you and I aſcend, at laſt, | 
Triumphant with our Head. ; 


HYMN CLXI. 


j HOU Lamb of God, thou Prince of Peace, 
For thee my thirſty ſoul doth pine ! 
My longing heart implores thy grace— 
Oh let me in thy likeneſs ſhine! 
L 3 2 With 


= 
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2 With fraudleſs, even, humble mind, 
Thy will in all things may I ſee! 
In oy be ev'ry wiſh refign'd, 
And hallow'd my whole heart to thee ! 


3 When pain o'er my weak fleſh prevails, 
With lamb-like patience arm my breaſt: 
When grief my wounded foul aſſails, 

In lowly meekneſs may I reſt. . 


4 Cloſe by thy ſide ſtill may, I keep, 
Howe'er life's various current flow 
With ſtedfaſt eye mark ev'ry ſtep, 
And follow thee where'er thou go. 


5 So when on Sion thou ſhalt. ſtand, 
And all heav*ns hoſt adore their King, 
I ſhall be found at thy right hand, 
And, free from pain, thy praiſes ſing. 


HYMN CLXIT. 


I UIET, Lord, my froward heart— 
Make me teachable and mild— 
Upright, ſimple, free from art, 
As a harmleſs, weaned child : 
From diſtruſt and doubting free, 
Pleas'd with all that pleaſes thee. 


2 What thou ſhalt to-day. provide, 
Let me as a child receive— 
What to-morrow may betide, 
Calmly to thy wiſdom leave: 
*Tis enough that thou wilt care 
Why ſhould I the burden bear ? 


3 Like 


o 
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3 Like an infant that relies 
On a care beyond his own— 
Knows he's neither ſtrong nor wiſe— 
Fears to ſtir a ſtep alone: 
Let me thus with thee abide, 
As my Father, Guard, and Guide, 


HYMN CLXIII. 


1 ESU, lover of my ſoul, 

Let me to thy boſom fly, 
While temptation's billows roll— 
While the tempeſt ſtill is high : 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the ſtorm of life be paſt— 
Safe into the haven guide 
Oh receive my ſoul at laſt! 


2 Other refuge have I none— 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee; 
Leave, ah leave me not alone ! 
Still ſupport and comfort me: 
All my truſt on thee is ſtay'd— 
All my help from thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceleſs head, 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 


3 Thou, O Chriſt, art all I want— 
More than all in thee I find; 
Raiſe the fallen—cheer the faint— 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind. 
Tho” a ſinner vile I am, 
Full of all unrighteouſneſs, 
Vet ſalvation's in thy name 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


4 Plenteous 
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4 Plenteous grace with thee is found— 
Grace to cover all my ſin; 
Let the healing ſtreams abound— 
Make, and keep me pure within; 
Thou of life the fountain art 
Freely let me take of thee ; 
Spring thou up within my heart— - 
Riſe to all eternity. 


HYMN CLXIY, 


1 IVE to the winds thy fears 
8 Hope, and be undiſmay'd; 
God hears thy groans, and counts thy tears, 
1 And ſhall lf up thy head : 
5 Thro' waves, and clouds, and ſtorms, 
He gently clears the way 
| Wait thou his time, ſo ſhall this night 
| Soon end in joyous day. 
| 


2 Still heavy is thy heart? 
Still fink thy ſpirits down? 

Caſt off the weight—let fear depart, 
| And ev'ry care be gone. 
| What tho? thou ruleſt not! 
| Yet heav'n, and earth, and hell, 
Proclaim God ſitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well. 


3 Leave to his ſov'reign ſway, 
To chooſe, and to command; 

; So ſhalt thou, wond'ring, own his way 

| How wiſe, how ſtrong his hand ! 

| Far, far above thy thought, 

| His counſel fhall appear, | 

| When fully he the work hath wrought, 
That caus'd thy needleſs fear. 


4 Thou 
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4 Thou ſeeſt our weakneſs, Lord 
Our hearts are known to thee: » 
Oh, lift thou up the ſinking hand! 
Confirm the feeble knee. - 
Let us, in life, in death, 
Thy ſtedfaſt truth declare, 
And publiſh, with our lateſt breath, 
Thy love, and. guardian. care. 


HYMN. CLxv, .. 
I O Zion, aſlited 

With wave upon wave, 
W hom no man can comfort, 
Whom no man can fave; 
With darknefs ſurrounded, 
By terrors diſmay d, 
In toiling, and rowing, 


Thy ſtrength is decay c. 
2 Loud roaring, the billows 


Almoſt overwhelm — 

But ſkilfuPs the Pilot 
Who fits at the helm: TEN 
His wifdon ſhall guide thee— 
His power defend, 

Till he, all- victorious, 

Thy warfare ſhall end. 


3 “ O fearful! O faithleſs! 

In mercy he cries, = | 

| « What tho? high the ſurges, - | 
« To fright thee, ariſe, N 

4e Still, ſtill I am with the- þ 

«My promiſe ſhall ſtand— | 

«« Thro* tempeſt and toſſing, . 

« I'll bring thee to land. 


— 


4 © Forget 


4 © Forget thee I will not— 


« I cannot—thy name 

« Engrav'd on my heart doth 

« For ever remain; 

« 'The palms of my hands whilſt 
«] look i on, I ſee 

The wounds I receiv'd when 
J ſuffer'd for thee. oo 


&« T feel at my heart all 

“Thy ſighs and thy groans, 

« For thou art moſt near me— 
« My fleſh and my bones: 
In all thy diſtreſſes, 

« Thy Head feels the pain— 

« Yet all are moſt needful— 

« Not one is in vain. 


«© Then truſt me, and fear not— 
Thy life is ſecure— 

The truth of my word ſhall 

« For ever endure : 

& In love I correct thee, 

« 'Thy ſoul to refine— 

« To make thee, at length, in 

«© My likeneſs to ſhine. 


„The fooliſh, the fearful, 
The weak are my care— 
The helpleſs, the hopeleſs— 
6 hear their ſad pray'r; 

« 'Thro' much tribulation 
„My people I bring, 
„But when they're in heaven, 
* louder * ſing.“ 
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HYMN 


* 
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HYMN CILXVI. 


T OME, let us anew, 
Our journey purſue, 
Roll round with the year, 
And never ſtand ſtill till the Maſter appear: 
His adorable will 
Let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents improve, 
By the patience of hope, and the labour of love, 


2 Our life is a dream, 
Our time, as a 
Glides ſwiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuſes to ſtay ; 
The arrow is flown— | 
The moment is gone— 1 
The millennial year = 
Ruſhes on to our view, and eternity's here. 


3 Oh that each, in the day 1 
Of Chriſt's coming, may ſay, | 
I have fought my way thro'— 

% have finiſh'd the work thou didſt give me to do!“ 
Oh that each, from his Lord, | 
May receive the glad word, 
„Well and faithfully done! 

Enter into my joy, and fit down on my throne.” 


| 
| 1. ö 
HYMN CLXVII. 


I OME, let us anew 
Our Saviour purſue, 
With vigour ariſe, | 
And run on our race to our prize in the ſkies: FE: 


f 
9 
| 
4: 
} 
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Of heavenly birth, 
Tho' wand'ring on earth, 
This is not our place, 


And ſtrangers and pilgrims ourſelves we confeſs. 


2 At Jeſus's call, | 
Let us give up our all, 54 
And nobly forego, | 
For Jeſus's ſake, our enjoyments below. 
U No love may we find, 
1 For the country behind, 
| But onward ſtill move, 


f Expecting and ſeeking a country above. 
g 


3 Where there's permanent joy, 
Without any alloy, 

| May we thither repair, 

And till have our heart and our treaſure fix'd there. 

Let us-march hand in hand, 

1 To Immanuel's land: 

| No matter what cheer 

| | We rgeet with on earth for, eternity's near, 


4 The rougher our way, 
1 The ſhorter our ſtay 
þ | The tempeſts that riſe 
Shall gloriouſly hurry our ſouls'to the ſkies, 
j The fiercer the blaſt, 

The fooner 'tis paſt— 

The troubles that come 

Shall come to our reſcue, and carry us home, 


HYMN CLXVIIL, 
[| I ISE, my ſoul, and ſtretch thy wings— 
(| Thy better portion trace 
[| Riſe from tranſitory things, 
Tow'rds heav'n, thy native place, : 
| | un 


Vet a ſeaſon, and ye know 
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Sun, and moon, and ſtars decay— 
Time ſhall ſoon this earth remove : 
Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 

To ſeats prepat'd above. 


„„% — — .— — — 


Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor ſtay in all their courſe; 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun— 
Both ſpeed them to their ſource ; 
So a ſoul that's born of God 
Pants to view his glorious face— 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To reſt in his embrace, 1 


Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn— 
Preſs onward to the prize; © 
Soon our Saviour ſhall return, 
Triumphant in the ſkies: ** 1 
Happy entrance ſhall be gi. 1 
All our ſorrows left below. 
And earth exchang'd for heav'n. 


HYMN CLXIX 


WAKE, my. ſoul, ſtretch ev'ry nerve, 
And preſs with vigour on: E483 


A heav'nly race demands thy zeal, 


Ee 


And an immortal crown, 


»Tis God's all-animating voice 
That calls thee from on high; | 
*Tis his own hand preſents the prize 
To thine aſpiring eye. 5 


M 3 A cloud 
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3 A cloud of witneſſes around , 
Hold thee in full ſurvey; 
Forget the ſteps already trod, 
And onwatd urge thy way, 


1 4 Bleſs'd Saviour, introduc'd by thee, 
1 Have we our race begun; 
And, crown'd with vict'ry, at thy feet 
We lay our laurels down, 


HYMN _ CLXX. 


I HILDREN of the heav'nly King, 
As ye journey, ſweetly ſing ! 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praiſe 
Glorious in his works, and ways! 


2 Ye are trav'Iling home to God, 
In the way the Fathers trod : 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happineſs ſhall ſee. 


3 Shout for joy for ye are bleſt— 
Ye on Jeſu's throne ſhall reſt: 
There your ſeat is now prepar'd— 
There your kingdom, and reward. 


4 Fear not, brethren—joyful ſtand 
On the borders of the land: 
Chriſt, for you, before is gone— 
Dauntleſs, after him go on. 


5 Lord, obediently we'll go, 
Gladly leaving all below: 
Ouly thou our Leader be, 

And we ſtill will follow thee. 


HYMN 
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HYMN CLXXI. 


HE Soldier, calPd by Chriſt to arms, 
When long expos'd to fin's alarms, 
Is tempted oft to yield; 
But if the goſpel-trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field, 


HYMN CLXXII. 


1 RY us, O God, and ſearch the ground 
Of ev'ry finful heart; 
Whate'er of fin in us is found 
Oh bid it all depart! 


2 That from thy laws we may not ſtray, 
Uphold us by thy grace, 
And guide our feet into the way 
Of everlaſting peace. 


3 Help us to help each other, Lord, 
Each other's croſs to bear! 
Let each his friendly aid afford, 
And feel his brother's care. 


4 Help us to build each other up— 
Our little ſtock improve— 
Increaſe our faith, confirm our hope, 


And perfect us in love. 


5 Up into thee, our living Head, 
Let us in all things grow, 
Till thou haſt made us free indeed, 
And ſpotleſs here below. 


M 2 6 Then 
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6 Then, when the mighty work is wrought, 
Receive thy ready Bride; 
Give us in heav'n a happy lot 
With all the ſanctify'd ! 


HYMN CLXXIII. 


1 FESU, unite us by thy grace, 

1 That each to each endear'd, 
With boldneſs we may ſeek thy face, 
| And know our pray'r is heard. 


And bear thine eaſy yoke; 
A band of love, a three-fold cord 
Which never can be broke. 


| 
! | 2 Still let us own our common Lord, 
' 
' 


3 Into one ſpirit make us drink— 
Baptize into thy name; 
And let us always kindly think, 
And ſweetly ſpeak the ſame. 


4 Touch'd by the loadſtone of thy love, 
Let all our hearts agree, 
And ever to each other move, 
And ever move to thee. 


5 To thee, inſeparably join'd, 
| Let all our ſpirits cleave : 
i Oh may we all the loving mind 
. Which was in thee receive! 


6 Grant this, and then from all below 
: Inſenſibly remove, 

| That we our change may ſcarcely know, 
| | Made perfect, firſt, in love. 


HYMN 
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I NCHANGEABLE, Almighty Lord, 
Our ſouls upon thy truth we ſtay, 
Accompliſh now thy faithful word, 
And give, oh give us all one way ! 


2 Oh let us all join hand in hand, 
Who ſeek redemption in thy blood ! 
Immoveable together ſtand, 

And build the temple of our God! 


3 Thou only canſt our wills controul— 
Our wild unruly paſſions bind— 
Tame the old Adam in our ſoul, 

And make us of one heart and mind. 


4 _ but the reconciling word, 
he winds ſhall ceaſe, the waves ſubſide, 
We all ſhall praiſe our common Lord, 
And no diſſenſions ſhall divide. 


5 Giver of peace and unity, 
Send down thy mild pacific Dove, 
That we may all in one agree, 
And breathe the ſpirit of thy love. 


6 Oh let us take a ſofter mould, 
Blended, and gather'd into thee ! 
Under one Shepherd make one fold, 
And live in peace and harmony ! 


HYMN CLXXV. 
1 JESU, Lord, we look to thee ! 


Let us ia thy name agree: 
** 0 * + M 3 1 


137 
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Shew thyſelf the Prince of Peace 
Bid our jars for ever ceaſe. © 


2 By thy reconciling love, 
Ev'ry ſtumbling-block remove: 
Each to each unite, endear— 
Come, and ſpread thy banner here. 


2 Make us of one heart and mind, 
f Courteous, pitiful, and kind 
y Lowly, meek in thought, and word, 
if Altogether like our Lord. | 


* 


— * 
. - 
1 — — 


4 Free from clamour, wrath, and pride, 
May we with our God abide ! 
All the depths of love expreſs— 
All the herghts of holineſs !- 


5 May we feel each other's care 
One another's burden bear! 
To thy Church the pattern give 
How all true believers /zve. 


6 Let us then with joy remove, 
| To the family above— __ 
1 On the wings of angels fly— 
Shew how true believers die. 


HYMN CLXXYI. 


2 ESU, with kindeſt pity ſee 
The ſouls that would be one in thee ! 
If now accepted in thy fight, | 
Thou doſt our upright hearts unite, 
May we go hand in hand to heav'n, 
Forgiving, as we are forgiv'n. 


2 Let 
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2 Let peace and unanimity 
Our great characteriſtic be! 
From bitterneſs and anger freed, 
May we from grace to grace proceed ! 
Cemented all by love divine, 
Oh let us in thine image ſhine ! 


HYMN CLXXVIL. 


ATCH'D' by the world's-malignant eye, 
Who load us with reproach and ſhaine, 
As ſervants of the Lord moſt High, 
Who're zealous for his glorious name, 
We ought in all his paths to move, * 
With holy fear, and humble love. 


That wiſdom, Lord, on us beſtow 
From ev'ry evil to depart—- | 

To ſtop the mouth of ev'ry foe, 

While, in integrity of -heart, 

Of our religion proots we give, x 
And ſhew them how true Chriſtians live. 


Oh let our lives to all around 

With pure, unſully'd luſtre ſhine ! 

Oh let our zeal and love abound !. 

That all mankind may know we're thine ; 
And when our works of faith they ſee, 
Aſcribe the glory unto thee ! 


HYMN CLXXVIII. 


J ſoft, harmonious name, 
Ev'ry faithful ſoul's Deſire, 
Kindle in our hearts a flame 
That to thee may ſtill aſpire ! 
Drawn 


li 
; 
* 
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Drawn by thy uniting grace 

After thee oh may we run ! 
Seeking, hand in hand, thy face, 
Till we're perfected in _— 


2 Soften ey'ry jarring will 
Each to each our tempers ſuit, 
By thy modulating ſkill, 
Heart to heart, as lute to lute. 
Sweetly on our ſpirits move— 
Sently touch the trembling ſtrings— 
Make the harmony of love 
Muſic for the King of kings. y 


3 May we all, inſpir'd by thee, 
Kindly for each other care, 
And, in unanimity, 
Thy redeeming grace declare! 
Spread thy love to all around— 

ark! we now our voices raiſe ! 

Joyful, conſentaneous ſound ! 
Sweeteſt ſymphony-of praiſe 


4 Jeſu's praiſe be all our ſong ! 

While we Jeſu's praiſe reſound, 

Glide our happy hours along. 
Ev'ry heart with joy abound! : F-AC 
Far Tom ſorrow, fn indifear;'': ': 2 
Till we take our ſeats above, 
Live we all as Angels here 
Only ſing, and praiſe, and love! 


HYMN CLXXIX. 


I AVIOUR, be pleas'd to meet us here, 
And ſhew ſome tokens of thy love! in 
| TER Po IT 
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Now in the midſt of us appear, 
And bring down bleſſings from above: 
And ev'ry time we here adore, 

Supply our wants, from mercy's ſtore. 


2 May all that to theſe courts repair, 
Behold the glories of thy face— 
Be joyful in thy houſe of pray'r, 
And be repleniſh'd with thy grace! 
And may the pard'ning love of God 
Within their hearts be ſhed abroad! _ 


5 3 When ſinners come to hear thy word, 
May it ſink deep into their hearts, 
And, by its quick'ning pow'r reſtor'd, 
Enjoy the life Chriſt's death imparts! 
Repent, and flee from future wrath,. 
And lay faſt hold on Chriſt by faith! 


4 May thoſe who groan for libèrty 
Their ſupplications here preſent, 
And find enlargement, Lord, in thee, 
Deliver'd from their baniſhment ! 
And then with heart-felt pleaſure tread 
The paths that to ſalvation lead. 


5 May faints find all their wants ſupply'd, 
And caſt on Chriſt their ev'ry care! 
In faith and love be edify'd, 
And ſtronger conſolations ſhare : 

Then home return, inflam'd with joy, 
And in God's praiſe their lives employ ! 


HYMN CLXXX. 


k ND will the great eternal God 
On carth eſtabliſh his abode? 
And 
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And will he, from his radiant throne, 
Avow our temples for his own? 


2 Theſe walls we to thine honour raiſe— 
Long may yr echo with thy praiſe ; 
And thou, deſcending, fill the place, 
With richeſt tokens of thy grace. 


3 Here let the great Redeemer reign— 
Here let the Lamb for ſinners ſlain, 
Transform our hearts by dying love, 
And ſet them upon things above. 


4 Awake, all-conqu'ring arm, awake, 

And hell's extenſive empire ſhake: 
Swift let thy quick'ning Spirit breathe 
On theſe abodes of ſin and death. 


5 Thine energetic pow'r diſplay— 
Produce a nation in a day; 
For, at thy word, this barren earth 
Shall travail with a gen'ral birth. 


HYMN CLXXXI. 


I O LORD, our languid ſouls inſpire, 
For here, we truſt, thou art— : 


Send down a coal of heav'nly fire, 
To warm each frozen heart. 


2 Great Mafter of afjemblies, hear 
Thy preſence now diſplay: 
As thou haſt giv'n a place for pray'r, 
So give us hearts to pray. 


. z Within 
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3 Within theſe walls, let holy peace, 


And love, and concord dwell; 
Here give the troubled conſcience eaſe — 
The wounded ſpirit heal, 


4 The feeling heart, the melting eye, 
The humble mind beſtow; 
And ſhine upon us from on high, 
To make our graces grow. 


s May we in faith receive thy word 
In faith preſent our pray'rs; 
And, in the preſence of our Lord, 
Unboſom all our cares, 


6 Oh, may the goſpel's joyful ſound, 
(Enforc'd by mighty grace) 
Awaken many ſinners round, 


To praiſe thee in this place! 
HYMN CLXXxXIL, 


1 JESU, where'er thy people meet, 
There they behold thy mercy-ſeat : 
Where'er they ſeek thee thou art found, 
And ev'ry place is hallow'd ground, 


2 For thou, within no walls confin'd, 
Inhabiteſt the humble mind : 
The humble bring thee where they come, 
And going take thee to their home. 


3 Dear Shepherd of thy choſen few, 
Thy former mercies here renew 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The ſweetneſs of thy ſaving name. 
4 Here 
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4 Here may we prove the pow'r of pray'r 
To ſtrengthen faith, and ſweeten ' -= dip 
To teach our faint deſires to riſe, 

And bring all heav'n before our eyes. 


HYMN CLXXXIII. 


x TESU, thou ſoul of all our joys, 
For whom we now lift up our voice, 


And all our ſtrength exert, 
Grant us the grace we humbly claim— 
Compoſe into a thankful frame, | 
And tune thy people's heart. 


2 While in the heav'nly work we join, 
Thy glory be our ſole deſign— 
Thy glory, not our own: 
Still let us keep our end in view, 
And ſtill the ſacred taſk purſue, 
To pleaſe our God alone. 


3 Oh let not pride; that ſubtle ſin, 
On our unguarded hearts ſteal in, 
T' offend thy holy eyes 
To deſecrate our hallow'd ſtrain, 
And make our ſolemn ſervice vain, - 
And mar our ſacrifice, 


Z 4 To magnify thy glorious name— 
| To ſpread the honours of the Lamb, 
E | Let us our voices raiſe; 
Our ſouls and body's pow'rs unite, 
Regardleſs of our own delight, 
And dead to human praiſe, 


HYMN 
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HYMN CLXXXIV, 


I HE Lord, our Salvation and Light, 

The Guide, and the Strength of our days, 
Has brought us together to-night, 
A new Ebenezer to raiſe : | 
The year which we now have paſs'd throvgh 
His goodneſs with bleſſings has crown'd ; 
Each morning his mercies were new— 


Then, let our thankſgivings abound. 


Encompaſs'd with dangers, and ſnares, 
Temptations, and fears, and complaints, 
His ear he inclin'd to our pray'rs— 

His hand open'd wide to our wants : 

We never beſought him in vain— 
When burden'd with ſorrow or ſin, 

He help'd us again and again, 

Or where, before now, had we been ? 


3 For ſo many mercies receiv'd, 

Alas! what returns have we made ! 
His Spirit we often have griev'd, 

And evil for good have repaid : 

Then, well it becomes us to cry, 

“ Oh, who is a God like to thee, 

«© Who paſſeſt iniquities by, 

„And plungeſt them deep in the ſea !” 


4 To Jeſus who ſits on the throne, 


Our beſt hallelujahs we bring ; 

To thee it is owing alone 

That we are permitted to fing. 

Aſſiſt us, we pray, to lament 

The fins of the year that is paſt ; 

And grant that the next may be ſpent 

Far more to thy praiſe than the laſt. 
N 75 HYMM 


146 


8 I 


For the New Year. 


HYMN  CLEXXY, 


Win with ceaſeleſs courſe, the Sun 
Haſted thro? the former year, 
Many ſouls their courſe have run, 

Never more to meet us here : 

Fix'd in an eternal ſtate, 

They have done with all below— 

We a little longer wait, 

But how little—none can know. 


As the ſwift-wing'd arrow flies 
The appointed mark to find— 

As the light'ning from the ſkies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind, 
Swiftly thus our fleeting days 

Bear us down life's rapid ſtream: 
Upwards, Lord, our ſpirits raiſe 
All below is but a dream. 


Thanks for mercies paſt receive— 
Pardon of our fins renew— 

Teach us, henceforth how to live, 
With eternity in view: | 
Bleſs thy word to young and old— 
Fill us with a Saviour's love : 

And, when life's ſhort tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above ! 


HYMN CLXXXVI. 


1 CEE! another year is gone! 
Quickly have the ſeaſons paſt ! 


This we enter now upon 


May to many prove the laſt, 


Mercy 


I ARK ! how Time's wide-ſounding bell 


Fir the New Year. 


Mercy hitherto has ſpar'd— 

But have mercies been improv'd? 
Let each aſk, © Am I prepar'd, 

« Should I be this year remov'd ?” 


Some we now no longer ſee, 

Who their mortal race have run— 
Seem'd as fair for life as we, 

When the former year begun : 
Some (but who God only knows) 
Who are here aſſembled now, 

Ere the preſent year ſhall cloſe, 
To the ſtroke of death muſt bow. 


Life a field of battle is 
Thouſands fall within our view— 
And the next death-bolt that flies 
May be ſent to me, or you : 

While I preach, and while ye hear, 
May weall maturely think, 

Vaſt eternity is near 

We are ſtanding on the brink. 


d wo "—— — — mw ſ— — — _ 


If from guilt and fin fet free, 

By the knowledge of God's grace, 
Welcome, then, the call will be, 

To depart, and fee his face. 

Bleſs, then, Lord, the op'ning year 
Clothe thy word with pow'r divine; / 
That each ſoul aſſembled here | | 
May be now, and ever, thine! 


HYMN CLXXXVIL. 


Strikes on each attentive ear! 
ps of Tolling 


For the New Year. 


Tolling loud the ſolemn knell 
Of the late departed year. 

Years, like mortals, wear away— 
Have their birth, and dying day, 
Youthful ſpring, and wintry age, 
Then to others quit the ſtage. 


Sad experience may relate 

What a year the laſt has been ! 

Crops of ſorrow have been great, 

From the fruitful ſeeds of fin: 

Oh! what numbers, gay and blithe, 

Fell by death's relentleſs ſcythe? 

While they thought the world their own, 
Suddenly he mow'd them down. 


Let us, therefore, warning take, 
F Who are ſpar'd another year; 
| | | And, for thine own mercy's ſake, 


Lord, among us now appear : 
Sun of righteouſneſs, ariſe— 
Warm our hearts—anoint our eyes— 
: Shine upon us from above— 
N Make this year a time of love. 


a 
[| HYMN CLXXXVIIL., 


718 I ISDOM aſcribe, and might, and praiſe, 
V To him who lengthens out our days— 
1 Who ſpares us yet another year, 
And lets us taſte his goodneſs here: 
4 Wiſely, my friends, the time redeem, 
1 And learn to live and die to him. 


Un 2 Merciful God, how ſhall we raiſe 
+ Our hearts to pay thee all thy praiſe? * 
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Oh let them beat for thee alone, 
And all their idols now diſown! 
Let ſouls and bodies now be thine, 
A living ſacrifice, divine! 


3 Led by the Spirit, and the Word, 

Let us unite to ſerve the Lord; 

And plight our faith, with hearts ſincere, 
To walk in holineſs, this year— 

Our God to worſhip and adore, 

Till time itſelf ſhall be no more; 


HYMN CLXXXIX.. 


7 Tr Lord of earth and ſky, 
The God of ages praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
Ancient of endleſs days; 
Who lengthens out our trials here, 
And ſpares us yet another year. 


2 Barren, and wither'd trees, 

We cumber'd long the ground— 

No fruit of holineſs 

On our dead ſouls was found: 
Yet us in mercy doth he ſpare, 
Another, and another year. 


3 When Juſtice rais'd the ſword. 
To cut the tig-tree down, 

The | xe of our Lord 

Cry'd, “Let it ſtill alone“ 
The Father mild inclines his ear, 
And ſpares us yet another year. 


N 3 4 Jeſu, 
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4 Jeſu, thy ſpeaking blood 
From God obtain'd the grace, 
Who, therefore, hath beſtow'& 
A little longer ſpace : 
Thou didſt in our behalf appear, 


And, lo! we ſee another year. 


5 Then, dig about our root— 
Break up our fallow ground— 
And let our holy fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound: 

Fruit to perfection may we bear, 
And glorify thee, this new year. 


HYMN CXC. 


7 EJOICE for a Brother deceas'd— 


Our loſs is his infinite gain; 
A ſoul out of priſon releas'd, 
And freed from its bodily chain; 
With ſongs let us follow his flight, 
And mount with his ſpirit above, 
Eſcap'd to the manſions of light, 
And lodg'd in the Eden of love. 


* 


Our Brother the haven hath gain'd, 
Outflying the tempeſt and wind, 
His reſt he hath ſooner obtain'd, 
And left his companions behind, 
Still toſs'd on a ſea of diſtreſs, 

Hard toiling to make the bleſt ſhore, 
Where all is aſſurance and peace, 
And ſorrow and fin are no more. 


3 There all the ſhip's company. meet, | 
Who ſail'd with the Saviour beneath, 


Fr a Funeral. 


With ſhouting each other they greet, 
And triumph o'er trouble and death: 
The voyage of life's at an end 
The mortal affliction is paſt— 

The age that in heaven they ſpend, 
For ever and ever ſhall laſt. 


HYMN CXxcn, 


? 1 the pris'ner is releas'd, 
Lighten'd of his fleſhly load; 

Where the weary are at reſt, 
He enjoys the ſmiles of God: 
Lo! the pain of life is paſt— 
All his warfare now is o'er: 
Death and hell behind are caſt— 
Griet and ſuff'ring are no more. 


2 Yes—the Chriſtian's courſe is run 
Ended is the glorious ſtrife— 
Fought the fight, the work is done— 
Death is ſwallow'd up of life: i 
Borne by angels on their wings, 
Far from earth his ſpirit flies 
Before God he ſits and ſings, 
Triumphing in paradiſe, 


Join we, then, with one accord, 

In the new, the joyful ſong; 

Abſent from our loving Lord, 

We ſhall not continue . 

We ſhall quit this houſe of clay— 

We a better lot ſhall ſhare: 

We ſhall ſee the realms of day— 

Meet our happy brother there. 
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4 Let the world bewail their dead, 

Fondly of their loſs complain, 
Brother, Friend, by Jeſus freed, 
Death, to thee, to us, is gain: 
Thou art enter'd into joy 
Let the unbehevers mourn: 
We in ſongs our lives employ, 
Till we all to God return. 


HYMN CXCII, 


1 


i FT TOW can we mourn to ſee 
Our fellow-pris'ner free! 
Free from doubts, and griefs, and fear:, 
In the haven of the ſkies ! 
Can we weep to ſee the tears 
Wip'd for ever from his eyes! 


2 No- dear companion, no— 
We gladly let thee go, 
From a ſuff ring Church beneath, 
To a reigning Church above: 
Thou haſt conquer d hell and death 
Thou art crown'd with life and love. 


Thou, in thy youthful prime, 
Haſt leap'd the bounds of time: 
Suddenly from earth releas'd, 
Lo! we now rejoice for thee, 
Taken to an early reſt— 
Caught into eternity. 


4 Thither may we repair, 
That glonous bliſs to ſhare! 
We ſhall ſee the welcome day— 
We ſhall to the ſimmons bow— 
Come, Redeemer, come away— 
Now prepare, and take us now. 
HYMN 


For a Funeral. 


HYMN CXCIIILI, 


IVE glory to Jeſus, our Head, 
| Wit that encompaſs his throne ! 
A widow, a widow indeed, 
A Mother in Iſr'el is gone! 
The winter of trouble is paſt— 
The ſtorms of affliction are o'er ; 
Her ſtruggle is ended, at laſt, 
And ſorrow and death are no more. 


HYMN CXCIV. 


I 8 of God, by bleſt adoption, 
View the dead with ſteady eyes; 
What is ſown thus in corruption 
Shall in incorruption riſe 
What is ſown in death's diſhonour 
Shall revive to glory's light 
What is ſown in this weak manner, 
Shall be rais'd in matchleſs might. 


* 
r 
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2 Earthly cavern, to thy rue xf 
We commit our Brother's duſt; 
And forbear from bitter weeping, 
Since thou muſt give up thy truſt. 
Sweetly ſleep, dear Saint, in Jeſus, 
Thou, with us, ſhalt wake from death— 
Soon the tyrant ſhall releaſe us— 
We his pow'r deſy by faith. 


3 Jeſu, thy rick conſolations 
Now to thy diſciples ſend— 
May we all, with faith and patience, 
Wait for our approaching end. 


Keep 
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Keep us from deſtructive errors, 
By thine all-ſufficient grace, 
That we may the King of terrors 

With undaunted courage face. 


HYMN CXCV, 


OSANNA to Jeſus on high! 
Another has enter'd her reſt— 
Another has fled to the ſky, 
Safe — 95 in Immanuel's breaſt ! 


The ſoul of our Sifer is gone, 


To heighten the triumph above, 
Exalted to Jeſus's throne, 
And claſp'd in the arms of his love, 


How happy the Angels that fall 
Tranſported at Jefſus's name! 

The ſaints whom he ſooneſt ſhall call 
To ſhare in the feaſt of the Lamb ! 
No longer impriſon'd in clay, 

Who next from his dungeon ſhall fly? 
Who firſt ſhall be ſummon'd away? 
My mercitul God, is it 1? 


O Jeſus, if this be thy will 

That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, 

Thy counſel of mercy reveal, 

And whiſper the call to my heart: 

Oh, give me a ſignal to know 

If ſoon thou wouldſt have me remove! 
And leave the duil body below, 

And fly to the regions of love! 


4 Thou knoweſt I long to be there, 


Where ſorrow and ſighing ſhall ceaſe; 


Then, 


2 


3 
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Then, Jeſu, attend to my pray'r, 
And grant me a gracious releaſe! 
Adorn, and make ready thy Bride, 
In triumph then bear me away, 

To give me a throne near thy fide— 
A crown that ſhall never decay. 


HYMN ©CXCYI, 


N ſongs of praiſe unite 
Over a Saint deceas'd ! 
The happy ſoul that took its flight, 
And enter'd into reſt, 
Toſt to and fro no more 
On life's tempeſtuous ſea, 
Our Siſter now hath reach'd the ſhore 
Of calm eternity. 


One with the Saints in light, 
A witneſs for her God, 


She waſh'd her robes and made them wl 


In the Redeemer's blood. 
Long in the furnace try'd, 
With various ills oppreſt, 
The Lamb at laſt hath call'd his Bride 
Up to the marriage: feaſt. 


With ſtedfaſt faith and hope, 
Let us her ſteps purſue 


. 


Cheerful, like her, the croſs take up, 


Like her, the world break through — 
Like her, our faith approve, 
And patiently endure, 

And make, by all the works of love, 
Our heav'nly calling ſure, 
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HY MN CXCVIIL. 


I OSANNA to God, 
In his higheſt abode ! 
All heaven be join'd 
T' extol the Redeemer and Friend of mankind ! 
He claims all our praiſe, 
Who, in infinite grace, 
Again hath ſtoop'd down, 
And rais'd up a worm to inherit a crown. 


2 Our partner below, 
Our brother in woe, 
From ſorrow and pain, 
He hath calld to the pleaſures that always remain. 
He hath ſnatch'd him away, 
From a cottage of clay, 
To a kingdom above— 


A kingdom of glory, and gladneſs, and love. 


3 Our friend is reſtor'd 
To the joy of his Lord— 
With triumph departs, 
But ſpeaks, by his death, to our echoing hearts: 
„Follow after” —he cries, 
As he mounts to the ſkies— 
Follow after your friend, 
« To the bliſsful enjoy ments that never ſhall end.“ 


4 Then, ſhall we not preſs 
To that harbour of peace— 
That heavenly ſhore, 
Where ſorrow, and parting, and death are no more ? 
Our brother purſue, 
And fight our way through— 
In the ſtrength of our Lord, 
Follow on, till we gain the eternal reward? 


HYMN 


Before receiviug the Lords Supper. 


HYMN CXCVIl. 


Aus is the feaſt of heav'nly wine, 


Of which you're call'd to ſup; 
The juice of  Chritt, the living Vine, 
Was preſs'd, to fill the cup. 


2 This 1s the feaſt of heav'nly bread— 
Oh *tis a coſtly treat 
On Jeſu's body ye are fed— 
Come, friends, and freely eat, 


3 The vile, the loſt, he calls to them, 
Ye trembling ſouls, appear ! 
The righteous, in their own eſteem 
Have no acceptance here, 


4 Approach, ye poor—nor dare refuſe 
The banquet ſpread for you : 


Dear Saviour, is welcome news— 
Then I may venture, too. 


$ If guilt and fin afford a plea, 
And may obtain a place, 
Surely, the Lord will welcome me, 
And fave me by his grace. 


HYMN CXCIX, 


I HIS is the day the Lord has made— 


Rejoice, my friends, to ſee 
His royal table richly ſpread, 
For ſuch vile worras as we. 


2 Yebe from your dunghills riſe, 
Caſt off your rags of ſhame ; 


O . 


Open, ; 
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Open, ye blind, your long-clos'd eyes, 
| And leap for joy, ye lame. 


3 Repenting ſinner, welcome here ! 
Leave all thy cares behind: Fo 
Diſmiſs thy doubts—caſt off thy fear 
Give reas'nings to the wind, | 


4 Approach in faith, and drink the blood 
For thine offences ſhed ; 
Chriſt's body is the Chriſtian's food 
Then eat that living Bread. 


HYMN CC, 


LORY to God on hi!! 
Our peace is made with heav'n— 
The Son of God came down to die, 
That we might be forgiv'n. 
His precious blood was ſhed, 
His body bruis'd, for fn —  _ 
Ye poor, ye blind, ye halt, ye dead, 
Now to the feaſt come in. 


2 Here the Incarnate Son 
Preſents his fleſh and blood, 
That all, who feel themſelves undone, 
May eat the living food. 
Sinners, the gift receive 
Each ſaying, “I am chief; Za 
« Thou know'ſt, O Lord, I would believe 


= « Oh help my unbelief!” 


HY MN cet. 


1 ORD, who can hear of all thy woe, 
Thy groans, and dying cries, 


And 
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And not feel tears of ſorrow flow, 
And ſighs of pity riſe ? 


2 Much harder than the hardeſt ſtone 
That ſinner's heart muſt be, 
That would not melt—and yet we own 
That ſuch hard hearts have we. 


3 The ſymbols of thy fleſh and blood 
Will (as they have been oft) 

With unrelenting hearts be view'd, 
Unleſs thou make them ſoft. 


4 Diſſolve theſe rocks. call forth the ſtream 
Make ev'ry eye a ſluice: | 
Let none be ſlow to weep for him, 
Who wept fo much for us. 


5 And while we mourn, and fing, and pray, 
And feed on bread and wine, 
Lord, let thy quick'ning grace convey 
The ſubſtance with the fign. 


= -+ 


H TMN CCII 


I ITY a helpleſs ſinner, Lord, 


Who would believe thy gracious word; 


But'own my heart, with ſhame and grief, 
A fink of fin and unbelief. 


2 Lord, in thy houſe I hear there's room, 
And vent'ring hard, behold, I come 
But can there, tell me, can there be, 
Amongſt thy children, room for me ? 


62. 
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i 3 T eat the bread, and drink the wine— _ 
0 But oh! my ſoul wants more than ſign! 
I die, unleſs I feed on thee, 


And drink thy blood as ſhed for me. 


4 For ſinners, Lord, thou cam'ſt to bleed, 
And I'm a ſinner vile indeed 
Lord, I believe thy grace is free— 

Oh magnify it now in me! oo 


HKYMN CCIIL. 


7 H, give me, Lord, my fins to mourn, 
A My- fins which have thy body torn! , 
ive me, with broken heart, to ſee ns 
Thy laſt tremendous agony ! 
To weep o'er an expiring God, 
And mix my tears with thy dear blood ! 


2 Oh could I gain the mountain's height, 
And view the melting, piteous fight ! 
Oh that, with Salem's daughters, 1 
Might ſtand, and fee my Saviour die! 
Then hear him ſay, „Look now to me 


“ Behold, I I die for thee /” 


HYMN CCIV., 


1 F NOME, Holy Ghoſt, ſet to thy ſeal, 
C . Thine inward witneſs give; 
To all our waiting fouls reveal 
The death by which we live. 


2 Spectators of the pangs divine 
Oh that we now may be, 
Diſcerning in the ſacred ſign 

Chriſt's paſſion on the tree 


Before receiving the Lord's Supper. 


3 Oh let us hear the dreadful found 
Which told his bloody 2 
Tore up the graves, and 
And rent the rocks in twain ! 


4 Repeat the Saviour's dying cry 
ö heart ſo loud, 
That ev'ry heart may now reply, 
This was the Son of God! 


HY MN ccv. 


I OME to the ſupper, come! 
Sinners, there ſtill is room ; 
Ev'ry ſoul may be his gueſt— 
Jeſus gives the gen'ral word— 
Share the monumental feaſt — 
Eat the ſupper of your Lord. 


2 In this authentic ſign, 

Behold the ſtamp divine: 
Chriſt revives his ſuff 'rings here, 
Still expoſes them to view— 
See the Crucify'd appear! 

Now believe he dy'd for you. 


HYMN CCVI., 


153 OME, all you who truly bear 
The name of Chriſt your Lord, 


His laſt myſterious ſupper ſhare, 
And keep his precious word : 
Hereby your faith approve 
In Jeſus crucity'd: 

« In mem'ry of my dying love, 
Do this * faid—and dy'd. 

3 


ook the ground, 


162 Bifore receiving the Lord's Sager. 
2 Then let us nil profeſs 


Our Maſter's honour'd name, 
Stand forth his faithful witnefſez— 
True foll'wers of the Lamb: 
In proof that ſuch we are, 
His ſaying we receive, 
And thus to all mankind declare, 
We do in Chriſt believe. 


HYMN CCVIL. 


RINCE of. life, for ſinners flain, 
Grant us fellow ſhip with thee; 
By thy bloody wounds and Pain, 
By thy mortal agony, + 
Let us feel thy ood ply'd, 
That we may be juſtty'. 


2 Surely now the pray'r he hears; 
Faith preſents the Crucify'd— 
Lo! the wounded Lamb appears ? 
Pierc'd his hands, his feet, his fide ! 
Hangs our Lord on yonder tree— 
Hangs, and bleeds to death for me. 


3 See the ſtaughter'd facrifice ! 
See the altar ftain'd with blood! 
Now transfix'd before our eyes, 
Faith diſcerns the dying G 
Pying that he might forgive 
Dying that our ſouls might live. 


RYMN CCVHI. 


x 3 IS done—th' atoning work is done ! ' 
"__ the world's Redeemer dies 


All 


Before receiving the Lord's Supper. 


All nature feels th' important groan, 
Loud- echoing thro” the earth and ſkies: 


The earth doth to her centre quake, 
And all her ſtrong foundations ſhake. 


2 The temple's veil is rent intwain, 
While Jeſus meekly bows his head; 
The rocks reſent his: mortal pain 

The yawning graves give up their dead ; 
The bodies of the faints ariſe, 
Reviving as their Saviour dies. 


3 Then ſhall not we his death partake ? 

In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 

O Saviour, let thy paſſion ſhake 

Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone: 
To ſecond life our ſouls reſtore, 

And wake us, that we fleep no more. 


I W at whoſe ſupreme command, 
We thus approach to God, 
Before us in thy veſture ſtand, 
Thy veſture dipt in blood. 


2 Obedient to thy gracious word, 
We break the hallow'd bread 
Commem'rate thee, var dying Lord, 
And truſt on thee to feed. 


3 Now, Saviour, now thyſelf reveal, 
And make thy nature known; 


Aſfix the ſacramental feal, | T 


And ſtamp us for thine own. 
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164 Before receiving the Lord's Supper. 


4 The tokens of thy dying love 
Oh let us all receive, 
And feel the quick' ning Spirit move, 
And ſenſibly. believe! 


HYMN ccx. 


7 HE grace which ſure ſalvation brings 
Now let us, Lord, receive; | 
Fill thou the hungry with good things 
The hidden manna give. 


2 The cup of bleſſing, bleſt by thee, 
Let it thy blood impart; 
The bread thy myſtic body be, 
To feed each longing heart. 


3 Thy facred fleſh on us beſtow, 
And let us drink thy blood ; 
*T ill all our ſouls are fill'd below 
With all the life of God. 


HYMN ccxl. 


3 TESU, my Lord, my God, - beſtow 
All which thy ſacrament doth ſhew, 
And make the real ſign 
A ſure effectual means of grace, 
A means to ſanctify and bleſs, 
And make my heart like thine, 


2 My ſoul, I own, is full of fin, 
Vet, O eternal Prieſt, come in, 
And cleanſe thy mean abode : 
Convert into a facred ſhrine, 
And count this abject ſoul of mine 
A temple meet for Gd. 


* HYMN 


After the Lord's Supper. 165 
HYMN CCXII. 


I ECEIVE us, O thou bleeding God! 
Partakers of thy fleſh and blood 
Grant that we now may be! 
Th' atteſting Spirit's ſeal impart, 
And ſpeak to ev'ry ſinner's heart, 
6 I bled, 1 dy'd for thee.” 


HYMN ccxiII. 


I OOK back, my ſoul, with due regard 
L Look back upon the feaſt— 


The ſtrange provifions here prepar'd— _. 
Thyſelf as ſtrange a gueſt. 


82 6 
2 Haſt thou not here thy Saviour view'd 
Naild to th' accurſed tree? 1 
In dying pangs, with blood imbru'd; 
And ſuff ring all for thee ? 


3 Again review. this ſcene of grief! 
Behold ! admire! adore! 
For all paſt guilt hence fetch relief, 
And pardon'd, fin no more. 


HYMN CCXIV. 


1 Y ſoul, let all thy nobler pow'rs 
To praiſe the Lord combine! 
Awake my tongue, and to my thoughts 
Thy tuneful numbers join! 


2 All that's within me, bleſs and praiſe 

My Saviour and my King! © 
When he's the ſubject of the ſong, 
Who can forbear to ſing g 

8 3 His 
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3 His body, pierc'd with num'rous wounds, 
Did, as a victim, bleed; 
That we might drink his ſacred blood, 
And on tus fleſh might feed. | 


4 Exalt him, then, in lofty hymns, 
Who nobly entertains | | 
His friends with living bread, and wine 
That flow'd from all his veins. 


. HYMN C Cx. 


I "A UTHOR of life divine, 
Who haſt a table ſpread, 
Furniſh'd with myſtic wine, 
And everlaſting bread ; 
Preſerve the life hou now haſt giv'n, 
And feed, and train us up for heav'n. 


2 Our needy ſouls ſuſlain 
With freſh ſupplies of love, 
Till all thy life we gain, 1 
And all thy fulneſs prove; 
And ſtrengthen'd by thy perfect grace, 
Behold without a veil thy face. 


HYMN CCxvil. 


1 1 ESU, regard the plaintive cry, 
The fi Ping of thy pris'ners here— 


4 
Oo 


Thy blood to ev'ry ſoul apply—, -, , 
The heatt of ev'ry mourner cheer— 
The tokens of thy paſſion ſhew,. , 
And waſh us all as white as ſnow. 5 
. 1 , 
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2 Th' atonement thou for all haſt made 
Oh that we all might now receive ! 
Aſſure us now the debt is paid, 
And thou haſt dy'd that we might live: 
Thy ſacrificial blood reveal, 

And let it now my pardon ſeal, 


KYMN CCXVII. 


1 A H! tell vs no more 
The ſpirit and pow'r 
Of Jeſus our God 
Is not to be found in the life-giving food ! 


2 Tis God we believe 
Who cannot deceive— 
The witneſs of God 
Is preſent, and ſpeaks in the myſtical blood, 


3 With bread from above— 
With comfort and love | 
Our ſpirits he fills, | 
And all his unſpeakable goodneſs reveals. 


4 Oh that all men would haſte 
To this ſpiritual feaſt ! | 
At Jeſus's word, 
Do this, and be fed with the love of our Lord ! 


HYMN CCXVIIl.. 


1 A LL glory and praiſe 
| To the Ancient of days, 
Who was born, and was ſlain, to redeem a loſt race ! 


bY 2 Salvation 


168 Fon Advent, 


2 Salvation to Gd 
Who carry'd our load, 
And purchas'd our lives with the price of his blood. 


3 And ſhall he not have 
The lives which he gave 
Such an infinite ranſom for ever to ſave ? 


4 When, when ſhall it be 
O Jeſus, that we | 
Shall give up our bodies and ſouls unto thee? 


HYMN CCXIX. 


'T OVE divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of heav'n to earth come down; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown, 


& Jeſus, thou art all compaſſion, 
Pure unbounded love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 


3 Shepherds, did you hear him coming, 
Whilſt you _ your flocks by night? 
Did you ſee his ſtar in heaven, 
Blaze with new created light. 


4 Haſte, ye Magi, come and worſhip, 
See the orient ſtar before; 
Bring your preſents, gold and ſpices, 
Bleſt Arabia's balmy ſtore, 


$ All ye joyous hoſts of heaven 
Loudly ſpeak the Saviour's praiſe; 
| Saints 
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Saints and angels, in full chorus, 
Lour ſeraphic voices raiſe. 


6 Come, Oh come, your hallelujalis 
In wide-echoing ſongs proclaim, 
Heav'n and earth with joy reſounding, 
Praiſe the bleſt Redeemer's name. 


HYMN CœXX. 


Z ARK the glad ſound! the Saviour comes 
The Saviour promis'd long ! 
Let ev'ry heart prepare a throne, 
And ev'ry voice a ſong. 


2 On him the Spirit largely pour'd 
Exerts its ſacred fire; 
Wiſdom and might and zeal and love, 


His holy breaſt inſpire, 


3 He comes the pris'ners to releaſe, 
In Satan's bondage held; 
The gates of braſs before him burſt, 


The iron fetters yield, 


4 He comes, from thickeſt films of vice 
To clear the mental ray, 
And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To pour celeſtial day. 


s He comes, the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding ſoul to cure; 
And with the treaſures of his grace, 


T' inrich the humble poor. 
| £46 my 6 Our 
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6 Our glad hoſannas, Prince of peace, 
Thy welcome ſhall proclaim : 
And heav'n's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 


HYMN CCXXI, 


L WAY with our fears! 
The Godhead appears 
In Chriſt reconcil'd! 
The Father of mercies in Jeſus the child! 


2 The Ancient of days, 
To redeem a loſt race, 
From his glory comes down, 
And dies on the croſs, to bring us to a crown. 


3 Made fleſh for our ſake, 
That we might partake 
The nature divine, 
And again, in his image, his holineſs ſhine— 


4 An heavenly birth 
Experience on earth, 
And riſe to his throne, 
To live with our Jeſus eternally one. 


5 Then let us believe, 
And gladly receive 
The tidings they bring, : 
Who publiſh to ſinners their Saviour and King. 


HYMN CCXXII, 


F4 ATHER, our hearts we lift 
Up to thy gracious throne, 
a And 
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RY 


And bleſs thee for the precious gift 
Of thine incarnate Son: 
Salvation thro? his name 
To all mankind is giv'n; 

And loud his infant-cries proclaim 
A peace *twixt catth and lieav'n. 


2 A peace onearth he hrings, 

Which never more thall end; 

The Lord of hoſts, the King of kings, 
Declares himſelt our Friend: 
His kingdom from above 
He doth to us impart— 

Righteouſneſs, peace, and joy, and love 
O'erflow the faithful heart. 


3 May all mankind receive 

The new-born Prince of peace! 

And meekly in his ſpirit live, 1 
And in his love increaſe! | 
Till he conveys us home, 
Cry ev'ry ſoul aloud— 

Come, thou Deſire of nations, come, 
And take us all to God! 


HYMN CCXXIIIL. 


7 ARE! the herald-angels fing ! 
„Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth, andmercy mild! 
« God and man are reconcil'd!“ 


2 Joyful, all ye nations, riſe— | 
Join the triumphs of the {kies ! C 
Univerſal nature, ſay, | 
Chriſt, the Lord, is bora to-day ! 

W 3 Fail 
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3 Hail the heav'nly Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteouſneſs ! 
Ris'n with healing in his wings, 
Light and life to all he brings, 


4 Meek he lays his glory by— 
Born, that man may never die— 
Born, to raiſe the ſons of earth 
Born, to give them ſecond birth. 


5 Come, Deſire of nations, come 
Fix 1n us thy humble home: 
Riſe, thou Woman's promis'd Seed 
Bruiſe in us the Serpent's head. 


6 «Glory to the new-born King! 
(Let us all the anthem ſing) 
„Peace on earth, and mercy mild! 
„God and man are reconcil'd !” 


HYMN CCXXIV., 


I RISE, and hail this happy day! 
Caſt all low cares of life away, 
And thoughts of meaner things: 
This day, to cure our deadly woes, 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs aroſe, 
With healing in his wings. 


Chorus. | 
Oh then let heav'n and earth rejoice 
Angels and men, unite their voice, 
To hymn this happy day ! 


2 How wonderful, how vaſt his love, 
Who left the ſhining realms above— EIN 
Bug e 


Theſe bliſsful ſeats of reſt ! 
How much for loſt man-kind he bore, 
Their peace and pardon to reſtore, 
Can never be expreſs'd! 


3 Then let our fouls his love embrace— 
Let holy joy and thanks take place 
Of ſorrow, grief, and pain: 
Glory aſcribe to God on high— 
Proclaim glad tidings through the ſky, 
Peace, and good-will to men. 


4 If angels on that happy morn 
The Saviour of the world was born, 
Pour'd forth their joyful ſongs, 
Much more ſhould we of human race 
Adore the wonders of his grace, 
To whom that grace belongs. 


5 Let all in heav'n and earth rejoice ! 
Angels and men unite their voice, 
To hymn this welcome day ! 
When 's vanquiſh'd empire fell, 
And all the pow'rs of death and hell 
Confeſs'd the Saviour's ſway ! 


KYMN CCXXV.. 


1 WARE, awake the ſacred ſong 
A To our incarnate Lord; 
Let ev'ry heart and ev'ry tongue 
Adore th' eternal Word. 


2 In heav'n the rapt'rous ſong began, 
And ſweet ſeraphic fire 
P 3 Through 
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Through all the ſhining legions ran, 
And tun'd the facred lyre. 


3 Down through the portals of the ſky 
Th' impetuous torrent ran; 
And angels flew with eager joy 
To bear the news to man. 


4 Jeſus has left his throne above 
To dwell with ſinful worms; 
And thus almighty pow'r and love 
Appear in all their forms. 


; Hark! the cherubic armies ſhout, 
And glory leads the ſong : 
Good-will and peace are heard througheut. 
The whole harmonious throng. 


6 With joy the chorus we repeat, 
GLorY TO Go ON HIGH; | 
GooD-wiILL and PEACE are now complete, 
FJzsvs was born to die! 


2 Hail, Prince of life, for ever hail! 
Redeemer, Brother, Friend! 
Though earth, and time, and life ſhould fail, 
Thy praiſe ſhall. never end. 


HYMN CCXXVI., 


EHOLD, the grace appears! 
The promiſe 1s fulfill'd! I 
Mary, the wondrous Virgin, bears, 
And Jeſus is the child, | - 


2 To 
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2 To bring the glorious news, 
A heav'nly form appears: 
He tells the Shepherds of their joys, 
And baniſhes their fears. 11 


3 *© Go, humble ſw 


« To David's city fly: 
The promis'd infant, born to-day, 
DPoth in a manger lie. 


4 © With looks and 
« Go viſit Chriſt, 


ains,” ſaid he, 


hearts ſerene, 
your King:“ 


And ſtraight a flaming troop was ſeen— 4 
The Shepherds heard them ſing. 


5 „Glory to God on high, 
«© And heav'nly peace on earth! 
&« Good-will to men—to Angels joy, 
« At the Redeemer's birth!“ 


6 In anthems ſo divine, 


Let faints emplov 


With the celeſtial hoſts we join, 
And loud repeat their ſongs. 


Glory to God on high, 
«© And heav'nly peace on earth!. . - 
“ Good-will to men—to Angels joy, 
« At the Redeemer's birth!“ 


HYMN 


EE! ſee the cleaving ſkies | — 


Their ſhining 
Whilſt charming 


Attend them from the realms of day, 0: 


their tongues: 


Ly 
i 
* 
| 


CCXXVII., 


- hoſts diſplay, _ 
ſymphonies 


And 
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And thro' harmonious ſpheres 
Swift wing their downward way : 
Their gol den harps they ſound— 
Bright beams of glory blaze around, 
And floods of light the trembling ſwains confound, 
Lo! an Archangel, with melodious voice, 
Proclaims his grand commiſſion from the ſkies: 
« Riſe, humble ſwains—each anxious care diſmiſs: 
“Sweet tidings now I bring 
The great Jehovah, Salem's wondrous King, 
5 Who o'er celeſtial nations reigns, - a 
« Appears to-day, th' incarnate Prince of peace.“ 
he heav'nly Meſſenger thus ſpoke, 
And calm attention held each liſt'ning ear: 
But a bright hoſt, 
From the celeſtial coaſt, 
Straight fil'd the circumambient air, 
And chorus loud the ſolemn ſilence broke. 
Eternal glories to the higheſt God! : 
« Let ſongs ſublime thro? earth's low regions run, 
And fly reſounding to his high abode, 
= © From whenee the charming melody begun. 
8 „Good -will to finful men, 
| « While time's old pillars on their baſe remain, 
While ſtars ſhall glitter, or while ſuns ſhall ſhine!” 
Thus ſang the bliſsful troop, : 
And flew to heav'n again. 


HYMN CCXXVIIL. 


IFT up your heads in j ful hope— 
. Salute the happy (oy 


Each, heavenly Pow! r 1 
Proclaums the glad hour — 


Lo! Zeſus the Saviour is born! 
| 2 All 


Far God-Friday. 


2 All glory be to God on high, 
810 whom all . due! 
The promiſe is ſeal'd 
The Sawonr's reveal'd, | 
And proves that the record is true. 


3 Let joy around like rivers flow— 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe— 
Spread o'er the glad earth, 
At Feſus's birth, 

For heaven and earth is at peace! 


4 Now the good-will of heav'n is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race: 
Meffah is come, 

To ranſom his own— 
To fave them by infinite grace. 


5 Then let us join the heav'ns above, 
Where hymaing Seraphs ſing: 
1 all the glad pow'rs 
or their Lord is ours — 


Our Prophet, our Prieſt, and our King ! 


HYMN CCXXIX. 


1 EH OLD the Saviour of mankind 
Nail'd to the ſhameful tree 
How vaſt the love that him inclin'd 
To bleed and die for thee! 


2 Hark how he groans ! while nature ſhakes, - 
And earth's ſtrong pillars bend! 
The Temple's veil in ſunder breaks 
The ſolid marbles rend! —— 
3 [4 'Tis 
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3 * Tis finiſh'd”—now the ranſom's paid 


Receive my ſoul,” he cries! 
See how he bows his ſacred head— 
He bows his head, and dies! 


4 But ſoon he'll break death's envious chain, 


And in full glory ſhine : 
O Lamb of God, was ever pain, 
Was ever love like thine ! 


HYMN CCXXX. 


1 (1 TRETCH'D on the croſs, the Saviour Mes! 


Hark! his laſt dreadful groans ariſe! 
See from his hands, lus feet, his fide, 
Runs down the ſacred crimſon tide ! 


2 But life attends th' expiring ſound, 
And flows from ev'ry bleeding wound: 
The vital ſtream, how free it flows, 

To cleanſe and fave apoſtate foes ! 


3 To ſuffer in the Sinner's place— 

To die for man, ſurpriſing grace! 
Paſling rebellious angels by, 

Why die for man, dear Saviour, why ? 


4 Aſtoniſh'd at the wondrous deed, 

And griev'd to ſee his Maker bleed, 
The Sun withdrew his ſick'ning ray, 
And darkneſs veiPd the mourning day. 


How then can I unmov'd remain, -. 
Inſenſible of all his pain? 

Surely, my Saviour's dying woe 
Should make the tears of love o'erflow. 


*. 


6 Come, 
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6 Come, deareſt Lord, thy pow'r impart, 
To warm this cold, this ſtupid heart; 
Till all its pow'rs and paſſions move, 
In melting grief, and ardent love. 


HYMN CCXXXI, 


I EHOLD th' amazing fight 
The Saviour lifted high! 
Behold the Son of God's delight! 
In blood and anguiſh die! 
Why hangs he on the tree ? 
For whom, my ſoul, for whom! 
For thee, my ſoul, for thee, for thee— 
He ſuffer'd in thy room, 


2 For ſinners he has bled— _ 

That they might live he dy'd: 

»Twas love that bow'd his fainting head, 
And op'd his guſhing ſide, 
We ſee, and we adore, 
In ſymphony of love: 

We feel the ſtrong attractive pow'r, 
To lift our foul above. 


3 : Drawn by ſuch cords as theſe, 

Let all the earth combine, 

With cheerful ardor to confeſs 
The energy divine: 
In Chriſt may we unite, 
Nor ſhare his griefs alone, 

But from his Croſs purſue his flight 
To his triumphant Throne, 


HYMN 


For Eaſter. 
HYMN CCXXXIL. 


t TESUS drinks the bitter cup, 
The wine-preſs treads alone 
Tears the graves and mountains up, 
By his expiring groan, 
Lo! the pow'rs of heay'n he ſhakes! 
In convulſions nature lies— 
Earth's profoundeſt centre quakes— - 
The yreat Jehovah dies ! 


& Dies the glorious cauſe of all— 

And, by his death, man lives ; 

Falls to raiſe us from our fall 
His life for ours he gives. 

Now, the Sun withdraws his light, 

Mov'd with him to ſympathiſe 

Leaves the world in ſudden night, 
While his Creator dies. 


3 O my God, he dies for me! 
I teel the mortal ſmart ! 
See him hanging on the tree ! 
A ſight that breaks my heart ! 
Oh that all to him might turn ! 
Sinners, ye may love him too: 
Look on him ye pierc'd, and mourn 
For one who bled for you. 


HYMN CCXXXIIL 


I E dies! the Friend of Sinners dies ! 


Lo Salem's daughters weep around! 


Funereal darkneſs veils the ſkies, 
And ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground ! 
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Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 
For him who groan'd beneath your load; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you— 

A thouſand drops of precious blood. 


2 Here's love and grief beyond degree— 
The Lord of glorv dies for men! 
But, lo! what ſudden joys I ſee! 
eſus, the dead, revives again! 

he riſing God forſakes the tomb! 
Up to his Father's court he flies ! 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies! 


3 Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv'rer reigns! 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 
And led the monſter, Death, in chains. 
Say, „Live for ever, wondrous King, 
Born to redeem, and ſtrong to fave” — 
Then afk the monſter, Where's thy ſting? 
And where's thy vict'ry, boaſting grave: 


HYMN CCXXXIV. 


x FAHRIST, the Lord, is ris'n to day, 
6 Sons of men, and angels, = + 
Raiſe your joys and triumphs high! 
Sing, ye heav'ns—and earth, reply! 


2 Love's redeeming work is done— 
Fought the fight—the battle won ! 
Lo! our Sun's eclipſe is o'er! 
Lo! he ſets in blood no more! 


Q. 3 Vain 
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3 Vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal— 
' Chriſt hath burſt the gates of hell! 
Death in vain forbids his riſe— 
Chriſt hath open'd Paradiſe. 


4 Lives again our glorious King— 
Where, O Death, is now thy ſting? 
Once he dy'd, our ſouls to fave— 
Where's thy victory, O grave? 


HYMN CCXXXV. 


I ELCOME, bleſt day of ſweet repoſe, 
\ \ Whereon the Son of God aroſe, 
And chas'd away our fear! 
The day that God hath ſet apart, 
To gladden ev'ry troubled heart, 
And dry up ev'ry tear! 


2 Welcome, bleſt day of ſolemn joy, 
And pleaſure that can never cloy— 
Eternal life begun ! 
Let all in heav'n and earth record 
The glories of their riſen Lord— 
The wonders he hath done! 


3 This 1s the day the Lord hath made— 
Rejoice and be exceeding glad, 
Ye dear peculiar race | 
Exalt him in a heart ſincere 
His wiſdom, love, and pow'r revere, 
And triumph in his grace. 


4 Your ev'ry action, word, and thought 
Your life, your all, to him devote, 
Who bought you with his blood 
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Let him your great exemplar be, 
And loudly ſhout, * Tis He—'tis He 
« Redeem'd us unto God! | 


HYMN CCXXXVI. 


I REAK forth into praiſe! 
Our Saviour and Head, 


His members to raiſe, 

 Aroſe from the dead: 

The pow'r of his Spirit 
Hath quicken'd our Lord, 

That we, by his merit, 
May all be reſtor'd. 


2 Our Captain and King, 
With ſhouts we proclaim, 
And joyfully ſing 8 
The wonderful Name — 

T he. Name all- victorious, 
We publiſh and feel, 

Triumphantly glorious 
O'er ſin, earth, and hell. 


3 The pow'r of his riſe 
We know and declare, 
And, wrapt to the ikies, 
His happineſs ſhare; 

In heavenly places 
With Jeſus we ſit; 
And Jeſus's praiſes 

With angels repeat. 


4 i We ſing of his love, 
* While ee here, 
Till he from above | 
R k Our' Saviour appear— ON 
| | Q 2 Tie 


_ For Eafter. 


The heirs of ſalvation 
With triumph receive, 

In full conſummation 
Of glory to live. 


HYMN CCXXXVII. 


I NGELS roll the ſtone away, 


Death yields up his mighty prey ! 


See, Chriſt riſes from the tomb, 
Glowing in immortal bloom | 


2 Tis the Saviour! Seraphs raiſe 
Fame's eternal trump of praiſe! 
Let the world's remoteſt bound 
Hear the joy-inſpiring ſound ! 


3 Shout, ye ſaints, in rapt'rous ſong! 
Let the ſtrains be ſweet and ſtrong! 
Shout the Son of God, this morn, 
From the womb of earth new-born. 


4 Hail, 3 hail! 
On the clouds of glory, ſail, 
In long triumph, thro? the ſky, 
Till thou art enthron d on high! 


5 Heav'n unfolds her portals wide! 
Thro' them, conqu'ring Hero, ride! 
King of glory mount the throne— 
'Thy great Father's, and thine own! 


6 Pow'rs of heav'n, ſeraphic fires, 


Sing, and ſweep your ſounding lyres! 


Sons of men, in lofty ſtrain, 
ding your mighty Saviour's reign ! 


Ev'ry 
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7 Ev'ry note with wonder ſwell 
Sin ſubdu'd, and vanquiſh'd hell ! 
Where is hell's once-dreaded king? 
Where, O Death, thy mortal ſting ? 


HYMN CCXXXVII1I, 


I OME, tune, ye ſaints, your nobleſt ſtrains, 
Your rifing, conqu'ring Lord to ſing; 
And echo, to the heav'nly plains, 
The trinmphs of your God. and King. 


2 In hymns of grateful rapture, tell 
How he ſubdu'd your potent foes— 
Diſarm'd the pow'rs of death and hell, 
And led them captive when he roſe. 


3 Sing to your God enthron'd on high, 
Till all the liſt'ning angels round, 
Through the bright arches of the ſky, _ 
The God, the conqu'ring God reſound. 


4 Almighty love! victorious pow'r ! 
Not angel-tongues can & er diſplay 
The wonders of that bleſſed hour 
The joys of that illuſtrious dax. 

5 Much more do mortals try in vain 

An anthem adequate to raiſe : | 

Yet Jeſus hears the humble ſtrain, 

And kindly owns our wiſh to praiſe. 


6 Dear Saviour, let thy wondrous grace 
Fill ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue; 
Till the full glories of thy face 
Inſpire a ſweeter, nobler ſong. 
a - 4; we HYMN 
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For Eafter. 
HY MN ccxxxix. 


I 8 your Redeemer riſe ! 


Your Saviour leaves the dead! 


Now Satan vanquiſh'd lies, 


Beneath your conqu'ring Head : 


In wild diſmay, 
The guards around 
Fall to the ground, 
And ſink away. 


2 Behold th' angelic bands 
In full aflembly meet, 
To wait his high commands, 
And worſhip at his feet ! 
Joyful they come, 
And wing their way, 
From * of day, 
To Jeſu's tomb. 


3 Now back to heav'n they fly, 
And the glad tidings bear : 
Hark ! as they ſoar on high, 
What mufic fills the air! 

Their anthems fay, 

6 55 who bl 

« Hath left the dead 

« He roſe to-day !” 


4 Ye mortals, catch the found, 
Redeem'd by him from hell; 
And fend the echo round 


The globe on which ye dwell! 


ranſported, cry, 
6 ſeſus who bled 
« Hath left the dead, 
No more to die!“ 
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5 All hail, triumphant Lord, 
Who ſav'ſt us with thy blood! 
Wide be thy name ador'd, 
Thou riſing, reigning God! 

With thee we riſe, 
With thee we reign, 
And empires gain, 
Beyond the ſkies ! 


HYMN CCXL, 


I HE Lord is riſen ! he who came 
To ſuffer death, and conquer too, 
Is riſen ; let our ſongs proclai 
The praiſe to man's Redeemer due: 
To him whom God in tender love, 
Always alike to bleſs inclin'd, 
Sent to redeem us from above ; 
To ſave, to ſanctify mankind. 


CHORUS, 
Worthy of all pow'r and praiſe, 
He woho dy'd, and roſe again; 
Lamb of God, and lain to raiſe 
Man, to life redeem'4— Amen. 


2 That life which Adam ceas'd to live, 

When to this world he turn'd his heart, 

And to his children could not give, 
The ſecond Adam can impart. 

We, on our earthly parent's fide, 
Could but receive a life of earth; 

The Lord from heav'n, he liv'd, and dy'd, 
And roſe to give us heav'nly birth. 

Worthy, &c. 


3 This 


Fer Eaſter. 


3 This mortal life, this living death, 


Shews that in Adam we all die; 
In Chriſt we have immortal Breath, 
And lite's unpertſhing ſupply : 
He took our nature, and ſuſtain'd 

The mis'ries of it's finful ſtate; 
Sinleſs himſelf, for us regain'd 
To paradiſe an open gate. 
North, &c. 


4 As Adam rais'd a life of ſin, 
So Chriſt, the ſerpent- bruiſing ſeed, 
By God's appointment, could begin 
The birth, in us, of life indeed: 
He did begin; parental Head, 
As Adam fell, ſo Jeſus ſtood; 
Fulfill'd all righteouſneſs, and ſaid 
Tis finiſh'd !—on the ſacred wood. 
Worthy, &C. 


5 Finiſh'd his work, to quench the wrath, ' 


That fin had brought on Adam's race; 
To pave the ſole, and certain path 

From nature's life, to that of grace; 
For joy of this, God's only Son 

Endur'd the croſs, defpis'd the ſhame, 
And gave the victory, ſo won, 

For imitating love to claim. 

Worthy, &c. 


6 To tread the path that Jeſus trod, 
Aided by him, be our employ ; 
To die to fn, and live to God, 
And yield him the fair purchas'd joy: 
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To all the laws that love has made 
Stedfaſt, unſhaken to attend; 
He dy'd, he roſe, himſelf our aid, 
Lo! I am with you to the end. 

Worthy, &c. 38 


HYMN  CCXLI, 


1 A LL ye that ſeek the Lord who dy'd— 
The Lord for ſinners crucify'd, 
In faith, in hope, in love, now come 
To worſhip at his ſacred tomb. 


2 Bring the ſweet ſpices of your ſighs, 
Your contrite hearts, and ſtreaming eyes, 
Your ſad complaints, and humble fears— 
Come, and embalm him with your tears. 


3 While thus for ſin ye deeply mourn, 
To joy your ſorrow he ſhall turn : 
Now, now let all your grief be o'er— 
Jeſus is riſen—weep no more. 


4 The Lord of life is ris'n indeed ! 
Your conqu'ring and triumphant Head : 
His riſe proclaims your ſins forgiv'n, 
And ſhews the living way to heav'n. 


5 Haſte, then, ye ſouls that firſt believe 
Who dare the goſpel-word receive, 
Your faith, with joyful hearts, confeſs 
Be bold - be Jeſu's witneſſes, 


6 Go tell the ſervants of your Lord, 
That he is now to life reſtor'd: 
He lives, that they his life may find— 


He lives, to quicken all mankind, 
HYMN 


190 For Aſcenſton- day. 
HY MN CCXLII. 


I RI the Lord is King! 
| Jour Lord and King adore ! , 
Mortals, give thanks, and ſing, 
And triumph evermore ! i 
Lift up your heart lift up your voice ! 
Rejoice—again I fay rejoice ! | 


2 Teſus, the Saviour reigns ! 
he God of grace and love ! 
When he had-purg'd our ftains, 
He took his throne above: 
Lift up your heart—lift up your voice! 
Rejoice—again I ſay, rejoice ! 


3 His kingdom cannot fail 
He rules o'er earth and heav'n; 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jeſus giv'n : ” 
Lift up your — up your voice! 
Rejoice—again I ſay, rejoice ! 


4 He ſits at God's right hand, 
Till all his foes ſubmit, 
And bow to his command, 
And fall beneath his feet: 
Lift up your heart lift up your voice 
Rejoice — again I ſay, rejoice'! 


Rejoice in glorious hope 
a Jeſus, the Judge fin! come; a 
And take his ſervants up 
To their eternal home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th* archangels voice 


The trump of God ſhall ſound, rejoice ! 


HYMN 


Fer Aſcenſion-day, 
HYMN CCXLIII. 


1 JESUS is now gone up on high, 
J To fill his heav'nly throne— 
He captive leads captivity, 

And tramples Satan down. 
Gifts from his Father he-receives, 
For poor rebellious man: F- 4 
The ſinner who in him believes 
Is freed, is born again, 


2 Good Spirit, like a ruſhin wind, 

Deſcend, and fill this place ; 

Let all thy "ſacred preſence find, 
And feel an heav'nly peace 

Sit on our heads, like cloven tongues, 
That we may ſing thy praiſe, 

And lengthen out our joyful ſongs, 
To everlaſting days. 


3 Dark, without form, and void, alas! 

Our hearts are like the earth, 

Lord, ſay to the chaotic maſs, 
Awake to ſecond birth.” 

Lo! ve are blind, be thou our light 
And dead, be thou our hfe— 

Lo! we are weak, be thou our might, 
And end this inward ſtrife. 


4 Our panti 50 Irits thirſt and cry, 
Come, Foly Spirit, come, / 
Our natures change and purify, 
And fix in us thy home: 
Then will we publiſh and proclaim 
'Thro” all the earth abroad, 
The virtue of our Saviour's name— | 
The wonders of our God. 
HYMN 
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Tor Aſeenſ/ion- . 
HYMN CCLXIV.. 


Se loyal nations hail the day 


That crowns their King, with loud acclaim? 


And ſhall not we our homage pay 
To our beloved Saviour's name? 

Ye ſaints, 2 in joyful ſtrains, 
Jeſus, the King of glory, reigns! 


From him your ev'ry comfort flows 
Life, liberty, and joy, and peace; 
He vanquiſh'd all your helliſh foes — 
He came to "ry Bt reigns to bleſs. 
Reſound, reſound in joyful ſtrains, 
Jeſus, the King of glory, reigns ! 


Yes thou art worthy, deareſt Lord, 

Of univerſal endleſs praiſe— 

With ev'ry pow'r to be ador'd 

That men or angels e er can raiſe ! 

Let heav'n and earth unite their ſtrains ! 
Jeſus, the King of glory, reigns ! 


4 Tho” mean the tribute mortals 23 


8 


Tho? cold the heart, and faint 
Yet, at the reſurrection- day, 
The faints ſhall tune a nobler ſong, 
Reſounding in immortal ſtrains, 
Jeſus, the King of glory, reigns ! 


e tongue, 


He comes, he comes, with triumph crown'd, 
In glorious robes of light array'd ! 
Faith views the ſplendor dazzling round— 
Earth's faireſt luſtre finks in ſhade: _ 
Ye riſing ſaints, high raiſe your ſtrains, 
Jeſus, the King of glory, reigns ! | 


HYMN 
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HYMN ccxLv. 


I OSANNA to the Prince of peace, 
| Who cloth'd himſelf in clay! 
Enter'd the iron gates of death, 
And tore the bars away 


2 The King of terrors is diſarm'd, 
Since our Immanuel roſe; 
He took the tyrant's ſting away, 
And ſpoil'd our helliſh toes. 


3 See how the Conqu'ror mounts on high, 
And to his kingdom flies ! 
With ſcars of honour in his fleſh, 
And triumph in his eyes. 


4 Seated at God's right hand, he reigns, 
And ſends his bleſſings down 


That head, once pierc'd with thorns, now wears 
A never-fading crown. 


5 High raiſe your anthems, mortal tongues, 
o reach his bleſs'd abode : 
Sweet be the accents of your ſongs 
To our incarnate God ! 


6 Bright angels, ſtrike your loudeſt ſtrin 
nd Rallelujabs raiſe : om 
Let heav'n, and all created thines, 
Sound our Immanuel's praiſe | 


HYMN ccxLvI. 
I HRIST is gone up on high, 


With a triumphant noiſe ! 
R Show The 
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Por Ajcenſion-day, 


The clarions of the ſky 
Proclaim th' angelic joys! 
Join all on earth, rejoice, and fing ! 
Glory aſcribe to glory's King! 


2 God in the fleſh below, 
For us he reigns above: 
Let all the nations know 
Our Jeſu's conqu'ring love 
Join all on earth, rejoice, and ſing! 
Glory aſcribe to glory's King! 


All pow'r to our great Lord 
Is by the Father giv'n: 
By angel-hoſts ador'd, 
He rules ſupreme in heav'n! 
Join all on earth, rejoice and fing ! 
Glory aſcribe to glory's King! 


4 High on his holy ſeat, 
He bears unbounded ſway : 
His foes beneath his feet 
Shall ſink, and die away : 
Join all on earth, rejoice and ſing! 
Glory aſcribe to glory's King ! 


5 His foes and ours are ohe— 
Satan, the world, and ſin; | 
But he ſhall tread them down, 
And bring his kingdom in: 
Join all on earth, rejoice, and ſing! 
Glory aſcribe to glory's King: 


HKYMN CCXLVII. 


v King aſcends to reign 


Lift r heads, ye gates — 
up your heads, ye gat Wich 


For Aſcenſion-day, 


With his angelic train, 

Return'd from earth, he waits: 
Wide open throw the heav'nly ſcene, 
And let the King of glory in. 


2 O ye celeſtial pow'rs, 
Welcome the God of grace! 
Ye everlaſting doors | 
Diſcloſe the Holy- place: 
Wide open throw the heav'nly ſcene, 
And let the King of glory in. 


He comes—he comes from far, 
The {ſtrong and mighty Lord 
Mighty and ſtrong in war, 
To claim his juſt reward: 


Wide open throw the heav'nly ſcene, 


And let the King of glory in. 


4 The Lordof hoſts is he— 
Th' omnipotent I AM— 
Glorious in majeſty, 
Jehovah is his name: 
Wide open throw tne heav'nly ſcene, 
And let the King ot glory in. 


5 Jehovah, Jeſus, Lord 
Of carth and heav'n, receive, 
Who comes, that man, reitor'd, 
With God again may live: 
Wide open throw the neav'nly ſcene, 
And let the King ot glory in. 


6 Forerunner of mankind, 
For us he reigns on high, 


R 2 


Till 
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Till all his member's join'd, 
Repeat the joyſul cry 
Wide open throw the heav'nly ſcene, 
And let the heirs of glory in. 


HYMN CCXLVIII. 


UR Lord is riſen from the dead 

Our Jeſus is gone up on high! 
The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky. 
There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates, 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way ! x- 
Looſe all your bars of maſſy light, 
And wide unfold th? ethereal ſcene! 
He claims theſe manſions as his right, 
Receive the King of glory in. 
Who 1s the King of glory, who? 
The Lord that all his foes o'ercame— 
The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthrew, 
And Jeſus is the Conqu'ror's name. 
Lo! his triumphal chariot waits! 
And angels chant the ſolemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates! 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way! 
Who is the Ling of glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious pow'r poſſeſt 
The King of ſaints and angels too 
God over all, for ever bleſt 


HYMN CCXLIX. 


1 Spry Holy Spirit, come—. 
Let thy bright beams ariſe; | 
| pe Diſpel 


For Wiitſun-aay. 


Diſpel the darkneſs from our minds, 
And open our blind eyes: 
Convince us of our ſin, 

Then lead to Jeſu's blood, 

And to our wounded ſouls reveal 

The pard'ning love of God. 


2 Cheer each deſponding heart, 

Thou heav'nly Paraclete; 

That great ſalvation now impart 
For which we humbly wait: 
If thou deny'ſt thy grace, 
Patience and faith muſt fail, 

And 'gainſt ſuch weak and helpleſs worms 
Satan and ſin prevail. 


3 ?Tis thine to juſtify— 
To ſanctify the foul— 

To quicken, warm our mortal frame, 
And new-create the whole : 
Therefore, within us dwell, 

That, as new creatures, we 

May always know, and praiſe, and love 

The Father, Son, and thee, 


HYMN CCL, 


INNERS, lift up your hearts 
The promiſe to receive; 
Jeſus himſelf imparts— 
Vouchſafes in man to live : 
The Holy Ghoſt to man is giv'n— 
Rejoice in God come down from heav'n! 


I 


2 Jeſus is glorify'd, 
And gives the ——— 
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His Spirit, to reſide 

In all his members here: 
The Holy Gnoſt to man is giv'n— 
Rejoice in God come down from heav'n 


3 To make an end of fin, 
And Satan's works deſtroy, 
He brought his kingdom in— 
Peace, righteouſneſs, and joy : 
The Holy Ghoſt to man is givin— 
Rejoice in God come down from heav'n, 


4 The cleanſing blood t' apply, 
And heav'nly life diſplay— 
Our ſouls to ſanQify, 
And ſeal us to that day, 5 
The Holy Ghoſt to man is given 
Rejoice in God come down from heav'n! 


s He's come to make us meet 
To ſee his glorious face — 
To grant us each a ſeat 
In his high holy-place : 
The Holy Ghoſt to man is giv'n— 
Rejoice in God come down from heav'n. 


6 Our Saviour ſhall, once more, 
Triumphantly deſcend, 
And all his faints reſtore 
To jovs that never end; 
The Holy Ghoſt to man is giv'n, 
That we may all rejoice in heav'n. 


BYMMN 
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HYMN CCLI, | 


I WAY with our fears, 
Our troubles, and tears! 1 
The Spirit is come, 
The Witneſs of Jeſus return'd to his home. 
The pledye of our Lord, 
To his heav'n reſtor'd, 
Is ſent from the ſky, 
And tells us our Head is exalted on high. 


2 Our Advocate there, 
By his blood and his pray'r, 
The gift hath obtain'd— 
For us he hath pray'd, and the Comforter gain'd. 
Our glorify'd Head 
His Spirit hath ſhed, 
With his people to ſtay, 
And never again will he take him away. 


3 Our heavenly Guide, 
With us ſhall abide— 
His comfort impart, 
And ſet up his kingdom of grace in the heart: ; 
The heart that believes j 
His kingdom receives— 1 
His joy, and his peace, x 
And righteouſneſs, too, with continued increaſe. 


4 Then, let us rejoice, | | 
In heart and in voice— : 
Our Leader purſue, 
And ſhout, as we travel the wilderneſs through : 
With the Spirit remove | 
To Sion above [ 
Triumphant ariſe, | | 
| 
i 


And walk with our God, till we fly to the ſkies. 
HYMN 
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HYMN CCLI1, 


x (MINCE Jeſus is return'd to heav'n, 
The purchas'd Spirit now is giv'n— 
The Comforter he will impart: 
Our day of Pentecoſt is come, 
And God vouchſafes to fix his home 


In ev'ry poor, expecting heart. 


2 Send, then, the Spirit of thy Son, 
To make the depths of Godhead known, 
And to confer the life divine: 
Send him the ſprinkled blood t' apply 
Send him our ſouls to ſanctify— 
Eternally to ſeal us thine, 


3 So ſhall we pray, and never ceaſe— 
So ſhall we thankfully confeſs 
Thy wiſdom, mercy, pow'r, and love— 
With joy unſpeakable adore, 
And bleſs, and praiſe thee evermore, 
And ſerve thee, like thy hoſts above.. 


HYMN CCLIIIL, 


ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Thy Godhead we adore— 
oin with the triumphant hoſt 

To praiſe thee evermore! 
Live by heav'n and earth ador'd, 
Three in One, and One in Three! 
Holy, holy, holy Lord, 

All glory be to thee! 

TMN 


For 77 rinity Sunday. 


HYMN CCEIV., 


XN E give immortal praiſe 
| 1 o God the Father's love, 

For all our comforts here, 
And better hopes above! 

He ſent his own 

Eternal Son, 

To die for ſins 

That man had done. 


2 To God, the Son, belongs 

Immortal glory too, 
Who bought us with his blood 
From everlaſting woe !. 

And now he lives, 

And now he reigns, 

And ſees the fruit 

Of all lus pains. 


3 To God, the Spirit, we 
Immortal worſhip give, 
Whoſe pow'r creates anew, 
And makes dead ſinners live! 

His work completes 
The great deſign, 
And fills the ſoul 
With love divine. 


4 Bleſſing and honour be 
To Father, Spirit, Son! 
The yndivided Three, 
And the myſterious One | 

Where reaſon fails 
With all her pow'rs, 
There faith prevails, 
Aud love adores ! 


HYMN 
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202 For Trinity Sunday. 
HYMN CCLV; 


x ( OME Seraph lend your heav'nly tongue, 
Or harp of golden ſtring, 

That I may raiſe a lofty ſong 
To our eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be, 
Great, everlaſting One ! | 

Boundleſs thy might and majeſty, 
And unconfin'd thy throne. 


2 Thy glories ſhine of wondrous fize, 
And wondrous large thy grace ; 
Immortal day breaks from thine eyes, 
And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine eſſence is a vaſt abyſs, 
Which angels cannot found— 

An ocean of Infinities, 28 
Where all our thoughts are'drown'd. 


3 Reaſon may graſp the maſly hills, 

And ſtretch from pole to pole, 

But half thy name our ſpirit fills, 
And overloads our foul. 

In vain our haughty reafon ſwells, 
For nothing's found in thee 

But boundleſs Inconceivables, 
And vaſt eternity, 


HYMN CCLVI. 


I I AIL, holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Whom One in Three we know; 
By all thy heav'nly hoſt ador'd, 
By all thy church below. 


2 One 


- — — — 
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2 One undivided Ttinity | 
With triumph we proclaim: 
The,univerſe is full of thee, _ 
And ſpeaks thy glorious name, 


3 Thee, Holy Father, we confeſs; ; [ 
Thee, Holy Son, adore : | 
Thee, Spirit of truth and holineſs, 
We worſhip evermore. 


4 The incommunicable right, 
Almighty God, receive ! | 
Which angel-choirs, and faints in light, -. 
And ſaints embodied give. 


5 Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Be endleſs praiſe to thee, 
Supreme, eſſential One, ador'd 
In co- eternal Three! 


HYMN CCLVIL. 


I H may the pow'r which melts the rock | 
Be fel by all aſſembled here ! | 

Or elſe our ſervice will but mock 
The God whom we profeſs to fear. 


2 Lord, while thy judgments ſhake the land, 
Thy people's eyes are fix'd on thee; 
We own thy juſt uplifted hand, 
Which thouſands cannot, will not fee. 


3 Here peace and liberty have dwelt— 
The glorious goſpel brightly ſhone ; 
And oft our enemies have felt 


That God has made our caſe his own. 


4 But 


* 
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4 But ah! both heav'n and earth have heard 
Our vile requital of his love! 
We whom like children he has rear'd, 
Rebels againſt his/pgoodneſs prove, 


5 His grace deſpisd, his pow'r defy'd, 
: And legions of the blackeſt crimes, 
Profaneneſs, riot, luſt, and pride, 

0 Are ſigns that mark the preſent times. 


5 6 The Lord, diſpleas- d, has rale d his rod 

Ah! where are now the faithful few, 
Who tremble for the ark of God, 

And know what Iſrael ought-to.do? . 


Lord, hear thy people oh Pape 1, 
Who meet to mourn, confeſs, and pray: 
The nation, and thy churches fpare, © 
And let thy wrath be turn'd away. 


HYMN ccLVIII. 


x HILE Joſhua led the armed band 
Of Iirael forth to war; | 
Moſes, apart, with lifted hands, | 
Engag'd in humble pray'r. 


2 The armed bands had quickly fail'd, 
And periſh'd in the fight, 
If Maſes' pray'r had not prevail'd, 
To put the foes to flight, 


3 When Moſes* hands thro? weakneſs dropp'd, 
The warriors fainted too 
IfraePs ſucceſs at once was ſtopp'd, 
And Am'lek bolder grew. 


4 A people 
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4 A . always prone to boaſt, 
ere taught by this ſuſpenſe, 
That not a num'rous armed hoſt, 
But God was their defence. 


5 We now of fleets and armies vaunt, 
And ſhips and men prepare ; 
But men like Moſes moſt we want, 
To fave the ſtate by pray'r. 


6 Yet, Lord, we hope thou haſt prepar'd 
A hidden few to-day, 
(The nation's ſecret ſtrength and guard) 
To weep, and mourn, and pray. 


7 Oh hear their pray'rs, and grant us aid 
Bid war and diſcord ceaſe : 

Heal the fad breach which fin has made, 
And Heſs us all with peace. 


HYMN CcLIX. 


I IGHTEOUS God, whoſe vengeful vials 
Hanging, burſting o'er our head, 
Big with woes, and fiery trials, 
All our fears and thoughts exceed; 
While thou viſiteſt the nations, 
Thy peculiar * ſpare; 
Arm our caution'd fouls with patience 
Fill our humbled hearts with pray'r. 


2 If thy dreadful controverſy 
With all fleſh is now begun, 
In thy wrath remember mercy— 
Mercy, firſt and laſt, be ſhewn: 
8 | f 


If thy cauſe thou now art pleading, 
With the wide-deſtroying ſword, 
Oh, may Jeſus, interceding, 
Sooth the anger of the Lord! 


HYMN CCLX, 


God, the great, the fearful God, 
To thee we humbly ſue for peace; 
Groaning beneath a nation's load, 
And cruſh'd by our own wickedneſs, 
Our guilt we tremble to declare, 
And pour out our ſad ſouls in pray'r. 


> Both rich and „both high and low, 
Have trampled on thy mild command ; 
The floods of wickedneſs o'erflow, 
And deluge our apoſtate land : 

People and Prieſts lie drown'd in fin, 
And Tophet yawns to take us in. 


3 Righteouſneſs, Lord, 3 to thee, 
But guilt to us, and foul di 1 

Confuſion, ſhame, and miſery 

Are due to our rebellious race: 

All, all the downward path have trod, 

All, all have finn'd againſt their God. 


4 Yet ſince, moſt gracious Lord, at laſt, 
Our ſins with ſorrow we confeſs, 

Oh call to mind thy mercies paſt, 
And let thy heavy judgments ceaſe ! 
In Jeſu's name we humbly pray, 
From thy fierce anger turn away. 
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s All our deſert, we own, is hell, 

But ſpare us, for thy mercy's ſake : 
We, ſelf-condemn'd, to grace appeal, 
And Jeſu's wounds our refuge make: 
Oh let us all thy mercy prove! 

The riches of thy pard'ning love! 


O Lord attend—O Lord, forgive— 
O Lord, regard our earneſt pray'r ! 
Fly to our reſcue, bid us live— 
The breaches ſin has made repair: 
Us for thy ſpecial people own, 

And let us live to thee alone. 


HYMN CCLXI, 


1 TESU, fſin-atoning Lamb, 
Thine utmoſt pity ſhew ! 
All the virtue of thy name, 
Oh let thy rebels know! 
Tophet is our juſt reward, 
Yet — us from the burning lake 
Spare the guilty nation, Lord, 
For thine own mercy's ſake: 


2 Tho' thy judgments are abroad, 
Let us thy goodneſs prove; 
Save us, fave us, gracious God, 
In honour of thy love! 
Tho' thy righteous wrath be ſtirr'd, 
Ariſing flow the earth to ſhake— 
Spare'the guilty nation, Lord, 
For thine own mercy's ſake ! 


3 In our forty days reprieve 
Warn the rebellious race; 
8 2 Bid 
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Bid us turn, repent, and live 
To glorify thy grace: 
, Oh reverſe the threat'ning word, 
| And do not, do not venyeance take ! 
Spare the guilty nation, Lord, 
For thine own mercy's fake ! 


4 Oh alarm the ſleeping crowd, 
And fill their ſouls with dread ! 
Then avert the low'ring cloud 
Impending o'er our head! 
Turn aſide th' invading ſword, 
And drive the alien-armies back— 
Spare the guilty nation, Lord, 
For thine own mercy's ſake ! 


HYMN CCLXIILI, 


1 READFUL, ſin-chaſtiſing God, 
D If thy decree be paſt— 


If the long-impending rod 
Muſt ſcourge our land at laſt, 
When thou doſt in wrath reprove 
The ſinners who thy judgments dare, 
Spare the remnant, Lord, in love 
Thy praying people ſpare. 


2 If on ſuch a land as this 
Thou muſt avenged be, 
Yet preſerve in perfect peace 
The ſouls that truſt on thee: 
Hiae their precious lives above, 
Anu make them thy peculiar care— 
Spare the remnant, Lord, in love 


Thy praying people ſpare. 


3 Mark 
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3 Mark the men who deeply figh 
The nations crimes to view— 
Hear their deprecating cry, 
And ſave , 4 5 80 few: 

Far from them the plague remove, 

The famine, and the waſte of war— 
Spare the remnant, Lord, in love 
| Thy praying people ſpare, 


HYMN CCLXIII. 


H whither ſhould we fly, 
In peril and diſtreſs, 
While all the dogs of war are nigh, 
The enemies of peace? 
Almighty God of love, 
On thee our ſouls we caſt, 
Oh, ſend deliv'rance from above, 
And ſave our land at lait! 


2 A Leopard watches oc'r 
Our cities night and day, 
Prepar'd, with unrelenting pow'r, 
To ſwallow up his prey: 
The alien-armies wait, 
Lur'd by the ſcent of blood, 
As awful Miniſters of fate— 
As thunderbolts of God. 


Yet if our fin demands 
Its juſt reward of pain, 
Oh let us fall into the han 
Of God, and not of man! 
His tender mercies wound, 
Remorſeleſs as the grave; 
But pity in thy wrath is found, 


Which only ſtrikes to fave. 
S 3 4 In 


4 


210 For Fafi-Days, and in Times of National Trouble, 


In meaſure, then, reprove— 
In love thine own chaſtiſe; 
But baffle, and far off remove 
Our threat'ning enemies: 
Blaſt their devices, Lord, 
Nor let their counſel ſtand 
Knap thou the ſpear, and break the ſword, 
Of all the hoſtile band. 
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APPENDIX. 


HYMN CCLXIV.- 


E thou exalted, O my God, 
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell! 
Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad, | 
And land to land thy wonders en! ; 


2 My heart is fix d my ſong ſhall raiſe 
Immortal honours to thy name : 
Awake, my tongue, to ſound his praiſe, 
My tongue the glory of my frame. 


3 High o'er the earth his mercy reigns, 
And reaches to the utmoſt {ky : 
His truth to endlefs years remains, 
When lower worlds diſſolve, and die. 


4 Be thou exalted, O my God, 
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell ! 
He 12 'r on earth be known abroad, 
d to land thy wonders tell ! 


Ry MN CCLXV. 


God, the great, the ever bleſt, 
it 28 of honour be addreſs d! A 
His mercy firm for ever ſtands— 


Give him the thanks his love demands. 
2 Who 
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2 Who knows the wonders of thy ways ? 
Who ſhall fulfil thy boundleſs praiſe ? 
Bleſt are the ſouls that fear thee till, 
And pay their duty to thy will! 


HYMN, CCLXVI. 


1 CERAPHS, with elevated ſtrains, 
8 Circle the throne around; 
And move, and charm the ſtarry plains 
With an immortal ſound. | 


2 Jeſus, the Lord, their harps employ ; 
J eſus, my Lord, they ſing: 
Jeſus, the life of all our joys, 
Sounds ſweet from ev'ry ſtring. 


3 Hark! how beyond the narrow bounds 
Of time and ſpace they run; 
And echo, in majeſtic ſounds, 
The Godbead of the Son! 


4 But, when to Calvary they turn, 
Silent their harps abide : 
Suſpended ſongs, a moment, mourn 
he God that loy'd and d'yd. 


5 Then, all at once, to living ſtrains 
They ſummon every chord: _. 
Tell how he triumph'd o'er his pains, 
And chant the riſing Lord. 


6 Now let me mount, and join their ſongs 
And be an angel too: "+ a. 

My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue, 
Here's joyful work for you. 


HYMN 


Hymns of Praiſe, 
HYMN CCLXVII. 


I H come,” let us with one accord, 
Lift up our voice, and praiſe the Lord! 
Let us, this morning, bleſs his name, 
And laud and magnify the ſame. 


2 Let univerſal nature raiſe, 
A cheerful voice to give him praiſe ; 
Let all the world his glory ſing, 
Who is their Saviour, Lord, and King. 


3 For by his word the heav'ns were made, 
The earth's foundations alſo laid; 
All things were done at his command, 
Which through all ages firmly ſtand. 


4 Wherefore let heav'n and earth agree 
To ſing his praiſe in unity; 
And let us here, with one accord, 
Sing Hallelujah, praiſe the Lord. 


HYMN CCLXVIII, 


I HE Lord, the ſov'reign King, 
Hath fix'd his throne on high, 
O'er all the heav'nly world he rules, 
And all beneath the ſky. 


2 Ye angels, great in might, 
And ſwift to do his will, 

Bleſs ye the Lord, whoſe voice ye hear, 

Whole pleaſure ye fulfil. 


3 Let the bright hoſts who wait 
The orders of their King, 


214 Hymns of Praiſe. 


And guard his churches when they pray, 
ein in the praiſe they ſing. 


4 While all his wondrous works, 
Thro' his vaſt kingdoms, ſhew 
Their Maker's glory, thou, my ſoul, 
Shall ſing his praiſes too. 


HYMN CCLXIX, 


I E tribes of Adam, join 
With heav'n, and earth, and ſeas, 

And offer notes divine | 
To your Creator's praiſe ! 

Ye holy throng 

Of angels bright, 

In worlds of light, 

Begin the ſong. 


2 Thou ſun, with dazzling rays, 

And moon that rules the night, 
Shine to your glorious Maker's praiſe 
With ſtars of twinkling light, 

His pow'r declare, 

Ye floods on high, 

And clouds that fly 

In empty air. 


3 Ve ſhining worlds above 
In wondrous order ſtand, 
Or in ſwift courſes move, 
By his ſupreme command. 
He ſpoke the word, 
And all their frame 
From nothing came, 
To praiſe the Lord. 
4 He 


Fer Believers, truſting in God. 


4 He mov'd the mighty wheels, 
In unknown == 
And each his word fulfils, 
While time and nature laſt : 
In diff'rent ways, 
His works proclaim þ 
His awful name, 1 


And ſpeak his praiſe. 
HYMN CCLXX, 


I OD is the refuge of his Saints, 
(5 When ſtorms of ſharp diſtreſs invade: 
Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold him preſent with his aid! 


2 Let mountains from their ſeats be hurl'd, 
Down to the deep, and bury'd there— 
Convulſions ſhake the ſolid world, 

Our faith ſhall never yield to fear. 


44. wa . * * 
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3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar, 
In ſacred peace our ſouls abide, 
While ev'ry nation, ev'ry ſhore, 
Trembles and dreads the ſwelling tide, 


4 There is a ſtream whoſe gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God; 
Life, love, and joy, ſtill gliding through 
And wat'ring our divine abode. 


— no oe ] —˙ . , — 
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5 That ſacred ſtream's thy boy word, 
Which all our raging controuls: 
Sweet peace thy promiſes afford, 

And give new ſtrength to fainting ſouls. 
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6 Zion enjoys her Monarch's love, 
Secure againſt a threat'ning hour; 
Nor can her firm foundations move, 
Built on his truth, and arm'd with pow'r. 


HYMN CCLXXI, 
Now ſhall my wants be well ſupply'd; 


His Providence and holy word 
Become my ſafety, and my guide. 


T M' Shepherd is the living Lord, 


2 In paſtures where falvation grows, 
He makes me feed, he makes me reſt; 


There living water gently flows, 
And all the food's divinely bleſt. 


3 My wand'ring feet his ways miſtake, 
But he reſtores my ſoul to peace, 
And leads me, for his mercy's ſake, 
In the fair paths of righteouſneſs. 


4 Tho' I walk thro' the gloomy vale, 
Where death and all its terrors are, 
My heart and hope ſhall never fail, 
For God, my Shepherd's with me there. 


HYMN CCLXXII. 


HA ! what ſound ſtrange bliſs inſpires ! 
1 Angels voices, harps, and lyres! 
| Hallelujah ! 2 
Hallelu jah 
Hark! — the choirs begun above: 
Nuptial ſong, and ſacred mirth, 


Sung 


Anthems. 


Sung by bands, and forms of love, 
Hallelujah from the ſkies! | 
Hark !—from earth, 
Echo'd hallelujahs riſe ! 
_—y nation, people, tongue, 
Swell the rapture—oin the ſong ! 
High, the Lamb's ſalvation own! 
Kingdom vaſt from Satan won! 
All the tribes redeem'd with blood, 
High before the Father's throne, 
Up preſented by the Son! 
Beatific viſion known ! 
Hallelujah! 
Finiſh'd myſtery of God! 
All the morning ſtars among, 
Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! 
Loud, and round, and far, and wide, 
Nought beſide, 
| Novght is known, or heard, or ſung ! 


ANTHEMS. 
For Chriftmas-Day. 


HERE were ſhepherds abiding in the field, 
keeping watch over their flock by night: and, 

lo! the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the 
_ glory of the Lord ſhone round about them, and they 
| were ſore afraid. And the angel ſaid unto them, 
Fear not—for behold, I bring you glad tidings of 
great joy, which ſhall be to all people: for unto you 
is born, this day, in the city of David, a Saviour, 
T which 
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which is Chriſt the Lord. And this ſhall be a fign 
unto you—ve ſhall tind the Babe wrapped in ſwad- 
dling-clothes, lying in a manger. 


Glad tidings! hallelujah! a Saviour, which is 
Chriſt the Lord! | 


And, ſuddenly, there was with the angel a multi- 
tude of the heavenly hoſt, praiſing God, and faying, 
Glory to God in the higheſt, and on earth peace, 
good-will towards men!“ | 

Hallelujah! 


For Chriſtmas Day. 


TINTO us a Child is born, unto us a Son is 

given, and his name ſhall be called Wonder- 

ful, Counſellor, the Mighty God, the Everlaſting 
Father, the Prince of Peace. 


Of the increaſe of his government and peace 
there ſhall be no end,-upon the throne of David, and 
upon his kingdom, to order it, and to eſtabliſh it 
with judgment and juſtice, from henceforth even 
for ever. The zcal of the Lord of Hoſts will per- 


form this: 


Hallelujah, and his name ſhall be called Wonder- 
ful, Counſellor, the Mighty God, the Everlaſting 
Father, the Prince of Peace. 


For Chriflmas-Day. 


EHOLD, I bring you glad tidings of great joy; 
B which ſhall be to all people: For unto you this 
day is born a Saviour, which is Chriſt the Lord. 


Glory be to God on high, and on earth peace, 
good-will towards men. | 1 
| 3 
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For a true Believer. 


E thou my judge, O Lord, for I have walked 
innocently; my truth hath been alſo in the 
Lord, therefore ſhall I not fall. 


Examine me, O Lod, and prove me; try out my 
reins and my heart. For thy loving kindneſs is ever 
before mine èyes, and I will walk in thy truth. 


I will waſh my hands in innocency, O Lord, and 
ſo will I go to thine altar. 


That I may ſhew the voice of thankſgiving, and 
tell of all thy wondrous works: Lord, 1 have loved 
the habitation of thy houſe, and the place where 
thine honour dwelleth. 


For a Funeral, 


S there not an appointed time for man upon 

earth? Are not his days, alfo, like the days of 

an hireling? I am made to poſſeſs months of vanity, 

and weariſome nights are appointed unto me: When 

I lie down, I ſay, when ſhall I ariſe, and the night 

be gone? I am full of toſſings to and fro, unto the 
dawning of the day. 


My fleſh is clothed with worms and clods of 
earth; my ſkin is broken, and become loathſome. 


I loath it—I would not live always: Let me alone, 
for my days are vanity. My days are ſwiſter than 


a weaver's ſhuttle, and are ſpent without hope. Oh 


remember that my life is wind; mine eyes ſhall no 


more ſee good. As the cloud is conſumed, and 


vaniſheth away, ſo he that goeth down to the grave 
ſhall come up no more: for now ſhall I fleep in the 
duſt, and thou ſhalt ſeek me in the morning, but I 


mall not be. 
| 5 wg Praiſe, 
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WAKE up, my glory; e lute and 
A I myſelf will Te Hake early. PR 


I will give thanks unto thee, O Lord, among the 
heathen; and I will ſing unto thee among the na- 
tions. For the greatneſs of thy mercy reachetli unto 
the clouds. Set up thyſelf, O God, above the 
teavens, and thy * above all the earth. | 


Praije. 


ING unto the Lord, and praiſe his name; be 
telling of his ſalvation, from day to day. 


Declzre his honour unto the heathen, and his 
wonders unto the people. 


For the Lord is great, and cannot worthily be 
praiſed; he is more to be feared than all gods. 


Santtuſes. 


ORD of all power and right, thou that art the 
1. Author of al good things; graft in our hearts 
the love of thy name; increaſe in us true religion; 
nouriſh us in all goodneſs, and, of thy great mercy, 
keep us in the ſame, through Jeſus Chriſt our Lord. 


Amen, Hallelujah, Amen. 


HEREFORE with angels and archangels, and 
with all the company of heaven, we aud td 
magnify thy ou ious name: evermore praiſing thee, 
and ſaying, Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of hoſts, 
heaven and earth are full ot thy glory: glory be to 
thee, O Lord moſt high. Amen. 


Sand? 18 » 
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Sanctiſes. 


LORY be to God on high, and in earth peace, 

| ood-will towards men! We praiſe thee, we 

bleſs thee, we worſhip thee, we glorify thee, we 

give give thanks to thee for thy great glory, O Lord 
God, heavenly King, God the Father Almighty ! 


TW Repoicing for the coming of Chriſt. 


HE wilderneſs, and the ſolita lace ſhall be 
glad for him; and the deſart rejoice, and 
bloſſom as the roſe, 


Covenanting with God, 


O they entered into the Covenant, with all their 
heart, and all their foul; and ſware unto the 
Lord with a loud voice, and with ſhouting, and 
with trumpets, and with cornets; and all rejoiced 
at the oath. | 


THETA ME SSI AH. 


PART I. 


| Ne—ecitalive Accompanied. 

OMFORT ye, comfort ye my people, fait}: 
your God; ſpeak ye comfortably to Feru/alem, 
and cry unto her, that her warfare is accompliſhed, 
that her iniquity is pardoned, 

2 The. 
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The voice of him that crieth in the wilderneſs, 
prepare ye the N of the Lord, make ſtraight in the 
deſart a highway for our God. * 


Song. 

Every valley ſhall be exalted, aud every mountain 
and hill made low, the crooked ſtraight, and the 
rough places plain. 

Chorus. 


And the glory of the Lord ſhall be revealed, and 
all fleſh ſhall ſee it together, for the mouth of the 
Lord hath ſpoken it. | 

Recitative Accompanied. | 

Thus faith the Lord of Hoſts; yet once a little 
while, and I will ſhake the heavens and the earth, 
the ſea, and the dry land; and I will ſhake all na- 
tions, and the Deſire of all nations ſhall come: the 
Lord, whom ye ſeek, ſhall ſuddenly come to his 
temple, even the Meſſenger of the covenant, whom 
ye delight in—behold he ſhall come, faith the Lord 
of Holts. 

Recitative. 

But who may abide the day of his coming? And 
who fhall ſtand when he appeareth? For he is like 
a Refiner's fire. 

Chorus. 

And he ſhall purify the ſons of Levi, that they may 

offer unto the Lord an offering in righteouſneſs. 
Recitative. 

Behold, a virgin ſhall conceive, and bear a ſon, 

and ſhall call his EMM ANUEL, GOD WITH US. 
Sony and Chorus. 

O thou that telleſt good tidings to Zion, get thee 
up into the high mountain. O- thou that telleſt good 
tidings to Feruſalem, lift up thy voice with ſtrength; 
lift it up, be not afraid; fay unto the cities of Judall, 
Behold your God! 

O thou 
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O thou that telleſt good tidings to Zion, ariſe, ſhine, 
for thy light is come, and the glory of the Lord is 
riſen upon thee. 

Recitative Accompanied. 

For | behold darkneſs ſhall cover the earth, and 
groſs darkneſs the people: But the Lord ſhall ariſe 
upon thee, and his glory ſhall be ſeen upon thee, and 
the Gentiles ſhall come to thy light, and Kings to the 
brightneſs of thy riſing. 

Song. 

The people that walked in darkneſs have ſeen a 
great light, and they that dwell in the land of the 
ſhadow of death, upon them hath the light ſhined. 

FUS. 


For unto us a Child is born, unto us a Son is 
3 and the government ſhall be upon his fhoul- 

er, and his name ſhall be called, Wonderful, Coun- 
ſeller, the Myghty God, the Everlaſting Father, the 
Prince of Peace. | 

There were Shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flock by night. 

EKecitatiue Accompanied. 

And lo, an Angel of the Lord came upon them, 
and the glory of the Lord ſhone round about them, 
and they were fore afraid, | 

Recitative. | 

And the Angel ſaid unto, them, fear not; for be- 
hold I bring you good tidings of great joy, which 
ſhall be to all people; for unto you is born this day, 
in the city of David, a Saviour, which is Chriſt the 


Recitative Accampanted. 


And ſuddenly there was with the Angel a multi- 


tude of the heavenly Hoſt, praiſing God, and ſaying, 


Chorus. 
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Chorus, 
C to Ged in the Higheft, and Peace on Eo thy 


£00d-will towards men. 
Song. 


Rejoice 2 „O daughter of Zion, ſhout, O 
daughter Feruſalem, behold thy King cometh 
unto thee. 

He is the righteous Saviour, and he ſhall ſpeak 
Peace unto the Heathen. Da Capo. 

| Recitatrve, | 

Then ſhall the eyes of the blind be opened, and 
the ears of the deaf unſtopped; then ſhall the lame 
man leap as an hart, and the tongue of the dumb 
ſhall ſing. 

Son 


F. 
He ſhall feed his flock like a Shepherd: md he 
ſhall gather the lambs with his arm, and carry them 
in his boſom, and gently lead thoſe that are with 


young. 
Come unto him, all ye that labour, and are 2 


laden, and he will give you reſt. 
Take his Yoke upon you, and learn of him, for 
he is meek and lowly of heart, and ye ſhall find reſt 


unto your ſouls. 
| Chorus. 
His yoke is eaſy, and his burthen is ght. 
r 


PART II. 


Chorus. 
EHOLD the Lamb of God that taketh away the 


FIERY 3 
He was deſpiſed and rejected of men, a man of 
ſorrows, and acquainted with grief. He gave his. 
back 


B fins of the world. 
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back to the ſmiters, and his cheeks to them that 
plucked off the hair; ke hid not his face from ſhame 
and ſpitting, | Da Capo. 

| Chorus. 

Surely he hath born our griefs, and carried our 
ſorrows : He was wounded for our tranſgreſſions, he 
was bruifed for our iniquities; the chaſtiſement of 
our peace was upon him. | 

And with his ſtripes we are healed. 

Corus. 

All we, like ſheep, have gone aſtray, we have 
turned every one to his own way. 

And the Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of 
us all. 

Recitative Accompanied. 

All they that ſee him laugh him to ſcorn : they 

ſhoot out their lips, and won their heads, ſaying, 
c ä Chorus. 

He truſted in God that he would deliver him; let 
him deliver him, if he delight in him, 

: Recitative Accompanied. 

Thy rebuke hath broken his heart, he is full of 
heavineſs; He looked for ſome to have pity on him, 
but there was no man, neither found he any to com- 
tort him, 

Song. | 

Behold and fee if there be any ſorrow like unto 

his ſorrow. 
 Recitative Accompanied. 
He was cut off out of the land of the living, for 
the tranſgreſſion of my people was he ſtricken, 
ng. ' 
But thou didſt not leave his ſoul in Hell, nor didſt 
thou ſuffer thy Holy One to fee corruption. 
Semi-Chorus. 

Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye lift up, 
ye everlaſting doors, and the King of Glory ſhall 
come in. 
Semi-Clorus. 
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| Semi-Chorus. 
Who is the King of Glory? 
Semi-Chorus. 

The Lord ſtrong and mighty, the Lord mighty in 
battle, 

Semi-Chorus, 

Lift up your heads, O ye gates, and be ye lift up, 
ye everlaſting doors, and the King of Glory ſhall 
come in. 

Semi-Cherus. 
Who is the King of Glory ? 
Semi-Chorus. 
The Lord of Hoſts: He is the King of Glory. 
Chorus. 
The Lord of Hoſts: He is the King of Glory. 
Reciſative. 
Unto which of the Angels, ſaid he at any time, 
Thou art my Son, this day have I begotten thee ? 
WOT US. 
Let all the Angels of God worſhip him. 
Recitative. 

Thou art gone up on high, thou haſt led captivity 
captive, and received gifts for men, yea even for 
thine enemies, that the Lord God might dwell amony 


them. 
Chorus. 
The Lord gave the word, great was the company 
of the preachers. | 
Song from the Appendix. 
How beautiful are the feet of him that bringeth 
lad tidings of ſalvation, that faith unto Zion, thy 
od reigneth, break forth into joy. Da Cape. 
Their ſound is gone out into all lands, and cheir 
words unto the ends of the world. | 
Song. | 
Why do the nations ſo furiouſly rage together, and 
why do the people imagine a vain thing? 785 
e 
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The kings of the earth riſe up, and the rulers take 
counſel together againſt the Lord, and againſt his 
Anointed. 
| Chorus. | 
Let us break their bonds afunder, and caſt away 
their yokes from us, | 
| Recitntive, 
He that dwelleth in heaven ſhall laugh them to 
{corn : The Lord ſhall have them in deriſion. 
Song. | 

Thou ſhalt break thin with a rod of iron, thou 

ſhalt daſh them in pieces like a potter's veſlel. 
Chorus, 

HALLELUJAH, for the Lord God Omnipotent 
reigneth. The kingdoms of this world are become 
the kingdom of our Lord, and of his Chriſt; and 
he ſhall reign for ever and ever. 

King of Kings, and Lord of Lords. HALLELVIAN, 


ä 


PART III. 


Song. 
F Know that my A liveth, and that he ſhall 
1 ſtand at the latter day upon the earth: And tho' 
worms deſtroy this body, yet in my fleſh ſhall I ſee 
God. For now is Chriſt riſen trom the dead, the 
firſt fruits of them that ſleep. 

Chorus. 

Since by man came death, by man came alſo the 
reſurrection of the dead; for as in Adam all die, even 
ſo in Chriſt ſhall all be made alive. 

Recitative Accompanied. 

Behold I tell you a myſtery: We ſhall not all 
ſleep, but we ſhall all be changed in a moment, in 
the twinkling of an eye, at the laſt trumpet. 

Song. 
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Song. | 

The trumpet ſhall aa. and the dead ſhall be 
raiſed incorruptible, and we ſhall be changed. For 
this corruption muſt put on incorruption, and this 
mortal muſt put on immortality. Da Capo. 

Recitative. 

Then ſhall be brought to paſs the ſaying that is 

written, Death is ſeu _ up in Victory. 
uet. 
O Death, Where is thy Frm? 


O Grave, Where is thy Victory? N 
The Sting of Death is Sin, p/n, Vl 
And the Strength of Sin is the Law. _ ; 


10THS. II _ 

But thanks be to God who giveth us the victory 

through our Lord Jeſus Chriſt. | 
Song. 

If God be for us, who can be againſt us? Who 
ſhall lay any thing to the charge of God's Ebct? It 
is God that juſtifieth, Who is he that condemneth ? 
It is Chriſt that died, yea rather that is riſen again, 
who is at the right hand of God, who maketh inter- 
ceſſion for us. | 

Chorus. 

Worthy is the Lamb that was ſlain, and hath re- 
deemed us to God by his blood, to receive power, 
and riches, and wiſdom, and ſtrength, and honour, 
and glory, and bleſſing. | 

Bleſſing and honour, glory and power be unto him 
that ſitteth upon the throne, and unto the Lamb for 
ever and ever. Amen. 
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